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Earl dfKosc6MMoii, Efaj an Tranjlated Vet ft. 

HAPPY that Author ! whofe corred *£^/ 
Repairs fo Well our old Horatian Way. 

t)RYpEN, Abfalom ^;^^/ AchitopheL 

Sharp-judging Adriel, the Mufes Friend^ 
Himfelf a Mute ■ ^- In Sanhedrin^s Debate, 
True to his Prince, but not a Slave of State* 

DRybEN, Ferfes to Lord RqscommoK. 

How will fwcct Ovid's Ghoft be pleas'd to hear 

Hii Fame augmented by an Englifh Peer ? ^ 

•i- ■ * 

A 4 No^ 

'>> vr o -J^ *^-> -^ 



C viii 3 

Now he cmbelUIhes his Helen's Loves, 
Oiitdocs his Spftncfs^, and his Scnfc improves ! 

Dryden, Treface to Virgil's ^Eneis. 

^ *^ 'Your Eflay on Poetry, which was publifhed 
'^ without a Name, and of which I was not ho- 
*^ noured with the Confidence, I read over and over, 
** \rit|ii much Delight, • and as much Inftruftion 5 
'^ and, without flattering you, or making my fdf 
^^ rnore moral than I am, not without fome Envy* 
^* I was loth to be informed how an Epic Poem 
"^ flipuld be written, or how a Tragedy (hould be 
'^ contrived and manag d, in better Verfe, and with 
" .moxe Judgment, than I could teadi others. 

". l.gave the unknown Author his due Commen* 
*^ dation, I muft confeis : But who can anfwcr 
" for me, and for tiie reft of the Poets who heard 
" . me read the Poem, whether we fhould not have 
" been better pleafed, to have feen our own Names 
^^ at thq Bottom of tlic Title-Page ? Perhaps w:c 
" comnipndcd it the more, that we might fcem to 
** be above the Cenfure, <iyc. '* 



Dryden, Ibid. 

^ This is but doing Juftice to my Country 5 Part 
of whkh Honour will rcflca on your Lordfhip j 

:* whofc 
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C ix 3 

'^ whoFc Thoughts arc always juft, yottt Numbers 
harmonious^ your Words chofen, your Exprcl^ 
" fipns ftrong and manly, your Verfe flowing, and 
** your Turns as happy as they arc eafy. If you 
'^ would fct us more Copies, your Example would 
" make all Precepts needlefs. In the mean time, 
^ that little you have writ is owned, and that par-' 
^^ ticularly by the Poets (who arc a Nation not 
*^ over-lavifti of Praife to their Contemporaries) as 
^^- a particular Ornament of our Language : But the 
*^ fwecteft lEffcnces arc always confined in thcL 
*^ fmalleftGlaaes." 

Drydbn^ ^^dicoNm U Aurbtxgezeb. 

How great and manly in your Lordfhip, is your 
Contempt of popular ApplauCc 5 and your, retired 
Virtue, which fhines only to a fewj with whom 
you live fo eafily and freely, that you make it evi- 
dent, you have a Soul which is capable of all the 
Tenderncfs of Friendftiip, and that you only retire 
yourfelf from thofc, who are not capable of re- 
turning it ! Your Kindnefs, where you have pncp 
plac d it, is inviolable : And 'tis to that only I attri- 
bute my Happinefs . in your Love. This makes mc 
more eafily forfake an Argument, on which I could 
otherwife delight tq dwell; Imsm ^our Judgment 



m your Choice of Friends 5 becaufe I haVe the Hc^ 
noiir to be one. After which, I am fare you will 
more eafiiy permit me to be filent, in the Care you 
have taken of my Fortune j whieh you havcrefcu'd^ 
not only from the Power of othirs^ but from my 
worft of Enemies, my own Modefty arid Laxinds. 
Which Favour, had it been employed an a more 
deferving Subjeft, had been an Effeft of Juftice in 
your Nature 5 but as plac d on me, is only Charity^ 
Yet withal, 'tis conferred on fuch a Man, as prefers 
your Kindnefs itfelf, before any of its Confequen- 
ces 5 and who values, as the greatcft of your Favours^ 
thofe of your Love, and of your Converfation* 
From this Conftancy to your Friends, I might rea- 
ibnably aflume, that your Refentments would be as 
ftrong and lading, if they were not reftrained by a 
nobler Principle of Good- nature and Generofity. 
For certainly, 'tis the fame Compofition of Mind, 
the fame Refolution and Courage, which makes the 
greatcft Fricndfliips, and the greateft Enmities. To 
this Firmnefs in all your Aftions (tho' you arc want- 
ing in no other Ornaments of Mind and Body, yet 
to this) I principally afcribe the Interefi: your Merits 
have acquired you in the Royal Family. A Prince, 
who is conftant to himfelf, and fteady In all his 
yndertakingss one with whom the Charader of 

Horace will agree, 

Si 



C xi 3 

SifraBus illaimtur of bis ^ 
Impavidum ferient ruina, 

Sach a one cannot but place an Ejfteeni^ aild rcpo(e 
a Confidence on hirri, whom ho Adverfity, no 
Change of CourtiJ, no Bribery 6f Intereft, or Cabal 
of Fadions, or Advantages of Fortune, can remove 
from the folid Foundations of Honour and Fidelity. 

Ille meofy primus qui mefibijunxit^ amoves 
Abftulit^ tile habeatfecum, fervetque fepulcro. 

How well your Lordfliip will deferve that Praife, I 
need no Inipiration to foreteL You have already 
left no room for Prophecy ; Your early Underta- 
kings have been fuch, in the Service of your King 
iuid Country, when you ofFcr'd yourfelf to the moA 
dangerous Employment, that of the Sea : when you 
chofe to abandon thofc Delights, to which yous 
Youth, and Fortune did invite you, to undergo the 
Hazards, and, which was worfq, the Company of 
common Seamen 5 that you have made it evident^ 
you will refufe no Opportunity of readring yourfelf 
ufeful to the Nation, when either your Courage oc 
Conduct (hall be required. 

Bifhop Burnet, "Preface to Sir T. More'jt Utopia 

Our Language is now ^certainly properer add 

more natural than it was formerly^ chiefly fince the 

Cor* 



CorrcaionthatwiiLgivcttJby*hcJ?^)&««r^ And It 
is to be hoped thgt the Ejft^ on ^cefrjf^ Which may 
Ibe w?ll match'd with the beft Pieces of its kind that 
even Augustus's Age produced, will have a more 
powerful Operation; if cleat Senfe, joined with 
)iQme, but gentle Reproofs, can work more on our 
Writers, than that unmerciful expofing of 'em has 
done. 

We have three Poems in bur Tongue, which arc 
of the fame Nature, and each ofthcm a Mafter-piccfc 
ift its^ kind : The E^jfuy on Tranjtated Verfe^ thrc 
Effdywi T^try^ and the Effdy on Criticifm. 

Xjoid LA^^sDowisf^ ^(F^y ^^ Unnatural Flights^ fe 

fktXso&HMO^ fitftj then Mui>GRAyE«ofe, like Li^i; 
To cleai? <)ur Darknefs, and to guide our Flight : 
With ftcady J^dgmi^nt, and in lofty Sounds, 
They gave us Patter jis, and they fef us Bounds* 
The St AGi^RltE and Homage laid aiidc, 
IftfOTm'd by thcto wc need no foreign Guide : 
Who fcek from Poetry a iafting Name, 
May from their Leflbns Icam the Road to Fame* 

Pit I OR, Alma^ Cant. i. 

Happy thtt Poet I blcfltthc Lays I 

> GARttt, 
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Garth, "Dijpenfary. 

Now fyber'^s Stireanis no courtly GArLxrs^fcr, 
But finiling Thames enjoys his Normanby. 

Pope, EJfay on Criticifm. 

Yet feSafc there were amortgithe fouhder few, , 
Of thofe who lefs prefum'd, and better knew. 
Who durft affert the; jufter ancient Caufe, 
And here reftor'd Wit's Fundamental Laws. 
Sttch.was the Mufe, wJfiofc Rules 4nd^Piraaicetel|^ 
J^ature's chief Majier-piece is writing weW. 

Pope, Mifcettafdes. 

Mtife, 'tis enough 5 at length^thy labour endis : , 
And thou fhalt live 5 for Buckingham commends^ 
Let Crowds of Criticks now my Verfe aflail, 
LetD.— -s write,, and namelcfsrNumbers rail. 
This more than pays whole Years of thanklcft Paip, 
"Hme, Health, and Fortune, are not loft in vain ; • 
Sj^FFFiEi^D approves 5 confenting Phq^PBUs bends fi 
Afld I and Malice from this Hour are Friends* 
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THE 



TEMPLE of D£^Tfl: 



N thofe cold Climates, where 

the Sun appears 
Unwillingly, and hides his 
1 FaccinTfarsj 
A diiinal Vale lies in ^ defart 
Ifle, 
On which indulgent Hcav'n did nev?r finile. 

B > TV«fc 




4 THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

There a thick Grove of aged Cyprcfs Trees, 
Which none without an awful Horror fees. 
Into its withered Arms, deprived of Leaves, 
Whole Flocks of ill-prcfaging Birds receives. 
Poifons are all the Plants that Soil will bear. 
And Winter is the only Seafon there. 
Millions of Graves oerfpread the fpacious Field, 
And Springs of Blood a thoufand Rivers yield j 
Whofe Streams, oppreis'd with Carcaffes and Bones, 
Inftead of gentle Murmurs, pour forth Groans* 

Within tliis Vale a famous Temple ftands. 
Old as the World itfelf, which it commands j 
Round is its Figure 5 and four Iron Gates 
Divide Mankind, by Order of the Fates. 
Thither, in Crouds, come to one common Grave 
The Young, the Old, the Monarch, and the Slave. 
Old Age and Pains, thofe Evils Man deplores. 
Arc rigid Keepers of th' eternal Doors; 
All clad in mournful Blacks, which fadly load 

The facred Walls of this obfcurc Abode : 

'■ . ■ * 

And 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. s 

And Tapers, of a pitchy Subftance made. 

With Clouds of Smoke increafe the difinal Shade. 

A Monftcr void of Reafon and of Sight, 
The Goddefs is, who fways this Realm of Night : 
Her Pow'r extendso'cr all things that have Breath, 
A cruel Tyrant, and her Name is 2)^^^>&. 
The faireft Obje£t of our wond'ring Eyes 
Was newly offer'd up her Sacrifice 5 
Th' adjoining Places where the Altar flood. 
Yet bluftiing with the fair Almeria's Blood. 
When griev d Orontes, whofc unhapf)y Flame 
Is known to all who e'er convcrfc with Fame, 
His Mind pofTefs'd by Fury and Deipair, 
Within the facred Temple made this Prayer : 

Great Deity ! Who in thy Hands do'ft bear 
That Iron Scepter which poor Mortals fear ; 
Who, wanting Eyes thyfelf, rcipefteft none. 
And neither fpar'ft the Laurel, nor the Crown ! 
O thou, whonii aj^iyiankind in vain witliftand. 
Each of whofe Blood muft one day (lain thy Hand ! 

B 5 " ^ 



6 THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

O thou, who cv'ry Eye that fees the Light, 
Clofcft for ever in the Shades of Night ! 
Goddefs, attend, and hcatkcn to my Grief, 
To which thy Pow'r alone can give Relief. 
Alas ! 1 ask not to defer my Fate, 
But wifh my haplcfs Life a Ihortcr Date j 
And that the Earth would in its Bowels hide 
A Wretch, whom Hcav n invades on ev'ry Side : 
That from the Sight of Day I could remove. 
And might haVe nothing left me but my Love- 

Thou only Comforter of Minds opprefs'dj 
The Pott where weary *d Spirits are at reft j ^ 
Conduftor to Elyfium^ take my Life j 
My Brcaft I offer to thy facred Knife : 
So juft a Grace tefufe not, nor defpifc 
A willing, tho' a worthlefs Sacrifice. 
Others (their frail and mortal State forgot) 
Before thy Altars are not to be brought 
Without Conftrairit 5 the Noifc of dyittg Rage, 
Heaps of the Slain of cv'ry Sex and Age, 

The 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. j 

The Blade all reeking in the Gqrc it fhcd, 
With fevcr'd Heads and Arms confus'dly fpread$ 
The rapid Flames of a perpetual Fire, 
The Groans bf Wretches ready to expire : 
This Tragick Scene in Terror makes them live. 
Till that is forc'd, which they (hould freely give 5 
Yielding unwillingly what Hcav n will have. 
Their Fears eclipfe the^Glory of their Grave : 
Before tiiy Face they make indecent Moan, 
And feel a hundred Deaths in fearing one : 
Thy Fiamc becomes unhailow'd in their Breaft, 
And he a Murderer, who was a Prieft. 
But againft me thy ftrongeft I^orces call. 
And on my Head let all the Tempcft fall; 
No mean Retreat ftiall any Weaknefs fhow. 
But calmly 111 expcd the fatal Blow 5 
My Limbs not trembling, in my Mind no Fear, 
Plaints in my Mouth, nor in my Eyes a Tear. 
Think not that Time, our wonted fure Relief, 
That univcrfal Cure for ev'ry Grief, 

B 4 >^\\.cfL^ 



8 THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

Whofc Aid fo many Lovers oft hive found. 
With like Succcfs can ever heal my Wound : 
Too weak the Powr of Nature, or of Art^ 
Nothing but Death can eafe a broken Heart. 
And that thou may 'ft behold my helplefs State, - 
Learn the cxtremeft Rigour of my Fate. 

Amidft th' innumerable beauteous Train, 
7 arts y the Queen of Cities, docs contain, 
(The faireft Town, the largcft, and the beft) 
The fair Almeria fliin'd above the reft. 
From her bright Eyes to feel a hopelefs Flamf, 
Was of our Youth the moft ambitious Aim; 
^er Chains were Marks of Honour to the Brave, 
She made, a Prince whene'er (he made a Slave. 
Love, under whofe tyrannick Pow r I groan, 
Shcw'd me this Beauty e'er 'twas fully blown ; 
Her tim'rous Charms, and her unpradisU Look, 
Their firft AfTurance from my Conqucft took > 
By wounding me Ihe Icarn'd the fatal Art, 



And the firft Sigh fhe had was from my Heart : 



My 



. THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. ,p 

My Eyes with Tears moift ning her fnowy Arms, 
Render d the Tribute owing to her Charms* 
But, as I fooneft of all Mortals paid 
My Vows, and to her Beauty Altars made i 
So> among all thofc Slaves that figh'd in vain. 
She thought me only worthy of my Chain^ 
Love's heavy Burden my fubmiflive Heart 
Endur'd not long, before fhe bore her Part 5 
My vi olent Flame melted her frozen Breaft, 
And in foft Sighs hejr Pity (he exprefi'd 5 
Her gentle Voice allay'd m/ raging Pains, 
And her fair Hands fuftain'd me in my Chains : 
Ev'n Teafs of Pity waited on my Moan, 
And tender Looks were caft on me alone. 
My Hopes and Dangers were lefs mine than hers, 
Thofe filled her Soul with Joys, and thefe with 

Fears: 
Oui? Hearts, united, had the fame Dcfircs, 
And both alike burn'4 with impatient Fires. 

Too 
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Too faithfiil Memory ! I give thcc leave 
Thy wretched Matter kindly to deceive 5 
Oh, make me not PoffelTor of her Charms, 
Let me not find her knguifh in my Arms 5 
Paft Joys arc now my Fancy's mournful Themes ; 
Make all my happy Nights appeal but Dreams : 
Let not fuch Blifs before my Eyes be brought j 
O hide thofc Scenes from my tormenting Thought j 
And in their Place difdainful Beauty (how 5 
If thou would'ft not be cruel, make her fb : 
And, fomething to abate my deep Defpair, 

let her fccm Icfs gentle, orlcfsfair. 
But I in Vain flatter my wounded Mind 5 
Never was Nymph fo lovdy, or fo kind : 
No cold RepuMes my Dcfires fopprefs'd 5 

If feldom figh'd, but on Almeria's Brcaft : 
Of all the Paflions which Mankind deftroy, 

1 only felt Excefs of Love and Joy : 
Unnumber'd Pleafurcs charm'd my Senfe, and they 
Were, as my Love, without the leaft Allay. ^ 

As 
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As pure, alas! but not fo fore tx> laft. 
For, like a pleafing Dream, they all are pa^. 
FromHeav'n herBeauties like ficrceLightnings came. 
Which break thto'Darknefe with a glorious Flame r 
Awhile they fhine, awhile our Minds amaze. 
Our wondring Eyes arc dazled with the Blaze; 
But Thunder follows, whofc rcfiftlefs Rage 
None can withftand, and nothing can affuagc 5 
And all that Light which thofe bright Flafhes gave> 
Serves only to condud us to our Grave. 

When I had juft teegun Love's Joys to tafte, 
(Thofe full Rewards for Fears and Dangers paft) 
A Fever feiz'd her, and to Nothing brought 
The richeft Work that ever Nature wrought. 
All things below, alas ! uncertain ftand 5 
The firmeft Rocks are fix'd upon the Sand : 
Under this Law" both Kings and Kingdoms bend. 
And no Beginning ii without an End. 
A Sacrifice to Time, Fate dooms us all. 
And at the Tyrant's Feet wc daily fall : 



12 THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

Time, whofc bold Hand will bring alike to Duft 
Mankind, and Temples too in which they truft. 

Her wafted Spirits now begin to faint. 
Vet Patience ties her Tongue from all Complaint, 
And in her Heart as in a Fort remains ; 
But yields at laft to her refUUefs Pains. 
Thus while the Fever, am'rousof hisPrey, 
Through all her Veins makes his delightful Way, 
Her Fate's like Semele's 5 the Flames deftroy 
That Beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
Mer charming Face is in its Spring decayed. 
Pale grow the Rofcs, and the Lilies fade ; 
Her Skin has loft that Luftrc which lurpais'd 
The Sun's, and well dpferv'd as long to laft : 
Her Eyes, which us*d to pierce the iiardeft Hearts, 
Are now difarm'd of all their Flames and Darts i 
Thofe Stars now heavily and flowly move 5 
And Sickncfs triumphs in the Throne of Love. 
The Fever ev'ry Moment more prevails, 
Its Rage iier Body feels, and Tongue bewails : \ 

She! 
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She, whofe Difdain fo many Lovers prove. 
Sighs now for Torment, as they figh for Love, 
And with loud Cries, which rend the neighb'ringAif , 
Wounds my M Heart, and wakens my Defpair. 
Both Men and Gods I charge now with my Lofs, 
And, wild with Grief, ray Thoughts each other crofes 
My Heart and Tongue labour in both Extremes, 
This fends up humble Pray*rs, while that blafphem^ : 
I ask their Help, whofe Malice I defy. 
And mingle Sacrilege with Piety. 
But, that which muft yet more perplex my Mined, 
To love her truly, I muft feem unkind : 
So miconcern'd a Pace my Sorrow wears, 
I muft reftrain unruly Floods of Tears. 
My Eyes aiid Tongue put on diffembling Forms, 
I fhew a Galmncfs in the Midft of Storms^ 
I feem to hope when all my Hopes arc gone. 
And almc^ dead with Grief, difcover none. 
But who can long deceive a loving Eye, 
Or with dry Eyes behold his Mjftrels die ? 
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When Pafllon had with all its Terrors brought 
Th' approaching Danger nearer to my Thought, 
Off on a fuddcn fell the forc'd Difguife, 
And iheVd a fighing Heart in weeping Eyes : 
My Apprelipnfions, now no more confin'd, 
Exposii my Sorrows, and betray 'd my Mind* 
The Fair afHided foon perceives my Tears, 
Explains my Sighs, and thence concludes my Fears : 
With fad Prefage^ of her hopelcfs CaTe, 
She reads her Fate in my dejeded Face 5 
Then feels my Torment, and ncgleds her own. 
While I am fcnfiWc of hers alone j 
5 ach does the other's Burthen kindly bear, 
I fear her Death, and Ibe bewails my Fear : 
Tho'diuswcfuffcr under Fortune's Darts, - 
Tis only tfaofc oi Love which reach our Hearts. 
Mean while tlic Fever mocks at all our Fears, 
Grows by our Sighs^ and rages at our Tears : 
Thofc vain Effects of our as vaifl JDefine, 
Like Wind and Oil^ increafe dbe £tt4 Fi^. 

ALMER14 
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ALMERiAthca, feeling the Dcftimes 
About to (hut her Lips, and dofc her Eyes j 
Weeping, in mine fix'd her fair trcmWii^ Hind, 
And with thefc Wordfi I fcan:e<»uld undetflaad* 
Her Paflion in a dying Voice eicprefe'd 
Half, ^d her Sighs, al^! made out the reft, 

Ti& paft i diis Pang Nature gives o'er tbt 

Strife i , , 

Thou muft thy- Miihrefeiofe, aii»d I my Life. 
I die J bM dying thine, the Fates naty prove 
Their Conqueft over me, but not my Love : 
Thy Memory^ my Glory, aad«^I*di^ 
In fpite of Death kfdf (hall ffiUjtemain. 
Deareft Orontcs, -my haid Fate detiks^ 
That Hope is the -kft; Thiiiig whidl in us dies : 
From my griey'd Broa/ft &11 ^"^ So& Thoiaghts are 

fled, / . 

And Love furvives it,: tho* my tirpe isdcJali 
I yield my life, but fcocy my Paffioa y«t; y 

And can all Tfaoi^bic^ )biitof-OHaNa-£s,'Xp)lt4 
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My Flame incrcafcs as my Strength decays 5 
Death, which puts out the Light, the Heat will raifc ; 
That ftill remains, tho' I from hence remove $ 
I lofe my Lover, but I keep my Love. 

The Sigh which fent forth that laft tender Word, 
Up tow'rds the Heav'ns like a bright Meteor foar'd^ 
And the kind Nymph, not yet bereft of Charms, 
Fell cold and breathleis in her Lover's Arms. 

Goddefi, who now my Fate haft underftood. 
Spare but my Tears, and freely take my Blood : 
Here let me end the Story of my Cares ; 
My difmal Grief enough the reft declares. 
Judge thou by all this Mifery difplay'd. 
Whether I ought not to implore thy Aid : 
Thus to furvive. Reproaches on me draws s 
Never fad Wilhes^had fo juft a Caufe. ^ 

Come then, my only Hope 5 in ev'ry Place 
Thou viikeft. Men tremble at thy Face, 
And fear thy Name: Once let thy fatalffitf 
Fall on a Swain that does the Blb'Sr ^ 
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Vouchfafe thy Dart ; I need not one of thofe. 
With which thou do'ft unwilling Kings depofe : 
A welcome Death the flighteft Wound can bring. 
And free a Soul already on her Wing. 
Wij:hout thy Aid, moft mifcrable I 
Muft ever wifh, yet nOt obtain to die. 



TTCE 





ODE onLOVE. 




r^ET others Songs or Satires 
write, 
Provok'd by Vanity or 
Spite I 
'\ My Mufc a nobler Caufc 
Ihall move. 



To found aloud the Praife of Love : 



That 
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i 

That gentle, yet refiftlcfs Heat, 
Which raifes Man to all things good and great : 
While other Paflions of the Mind 
To low Brutality debafe Mankind^ 
By Love we are above ourfelves rtfin'd* 
Oh Love, thou Trance divine ! in which the Soul^ 
Uadogg'd with worldly Cares, may range without 

Controul 5 
And foaring to hetHeav'n, from thence infpir'dcan 

teach 
High Myfteries, above poor Reafon's feeble Reach, 

To weak old Age Prudence fome Aid may proved 
And curb thofe Appetites that faintly move j . 
But wild, impetuous Youth is tam'd by nothing lefs 

than Love. 

Of Men too rough for Peace, too rude for Arts, 
Love's Pow^t can penetrate the hardeft Hearts 5 

C 2 And 
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And through the clofcft Pores a Paffagc find; 
Like that of Light, to ftiitie all o'er the Mind* . 
The Want of Love does both Extremes prodacc; 
Maids are too nice, and Men as much too loofe ^ 
While equal Good an am'rous Couple find. 
She makes him conftant, and he makes her. fciacL. ^ 
~ New Charms.in vain a Lover's Faith would pr<mc^ 

Hermits or Bed-rid Men they'll foonei: mo^ : 
The fair Inveigler will but fadly find. 

There's no fuch Eunuch as a Man in Love. 
But when by his chafte Nymph embrac'd,, 
(For Love makes all Embraces chafte) 
Then the tranfported Creature can 
Do Wonders, and is more than Mam 
Both Heav'n and Earth would our D^fires confiiie^S 
But yet in vain both Heav'n and Earth combiaie^ - . 1 
Unlefs where Love blefles the great Defign. - ^ 
Hymen makes faft the Hand, but Love the W«ai*'|^> 
He the Fool's God, thou Nature's laymen afl: j - 
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WhofeLaws once broke, we are not held by Force, 
But the falfe Breach itfclf is a Divorce^ 

III. 

For Love the Mifer will his Gold defpife. 
The Falfe grow faithful, and the Foolilh wife ; 
Cautious the Young, and complaifant the Old, 
The Cruel gentle, and the Coward bold. 
Thou glorious Sun within our Souls, 
Whofc Influence fo much controuls 5 
Ev n dull and heavy Lumps of Love, 
Qiiicken d by thee, more lively move $ 
And if their Heads but any Subftance hold. 
Love ripens all that Drofs into the purcft Gold. 

In Heav n's great Work thy Part is fuch. 
That mafler-Hke thou giv'ft the laft great Touch - 

To Heav n's own Maftcr-piece of Man 5 
And finilhdt what Nature but bcgart? 
KThy happy Stroke can into Softnefs brin*; 
Reafm-, that rough and wraai^ 
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From Childhood upwards wc decay, 
And grow but greater Children ev'ry Day : 
So, Rcafon, how can we be faid to rife i 
^ So many Cares attend the being wife, 
Tis rather falling down a Precipice. 
From Senfcf to Re a fan unimproved wc move 5 
We only then advance, when Reafon turns to Love. 

Thou rdgneft o'er our earthly Gods 5 
Uncrowned by thee, their other Crowns arc Loads 1 
One Beauty's Smile their meaneft Courtier brings 
Rather to pity than to envy Kings 5 
His Fellow Slaves he takes them now to be. 
Favoured by Love perhaps much lefs than he. 

For Love, the tim'rous bafhful Maid 
Of nothing but denying is afraid 5 

For Love ihe overcomes her ShamC;, 
Forfakes her Fortune, and forgets her Fame 5 
Yet, if but with a conftant Lover bleft. 
Thanks Heavn for that, and never minds the reft. 

y. Love 
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V. 

Love is the Salt of Life 5 a higher Tafte 
It gives to Pleafure, and then makes it laft. 
Thofe flighted Favours which cold Nymphs difpcnfc, 

Mere common Counters of the Senfe, 
Defedive both in Mettle and in Mcafure, 
A Lover's Fancy coins into a Treafurc. 
How vaft the Subjed ! What a boundlcfs Store 
Of bright Ideas, fhining all before 
The Mufes Sight, forbids me to give o'er ! 
But the kind God incites us various Ways, 
And now I find him all my Ardour raife. 
His Precepts to perform, as well as praifc. 



• C 4, ELEGY 
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ELEGY 



TO THE 



Ducheis of i?- 



THOU lovely Slave to a rude Husband's Will, 
By Nature us'd fo well, by him fo ill ! 
For all that Grief we fee your Mind endure, 
Your Glafs prcfents you with a pleafing Cure. 
Thofe Maids you envy for their happier State, 
To have your Form, would gladly have your Fate 5 
And of like Slavery each Wife complains. 
Without fuch Beauty's Help to bear her Chains. 
Husbands like Him we ev'ry- where may fee , 

But where can we behold a Wife like Thee ? 

# 
While to a Tyrant you by Fate arc ty'd, 

By Love you tyrannize o'er all befide : 

Tlw 
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Thofc Eyes, iho' weeping, caii no Pity move ; 
Worthy our Giicf ! More wotthy of our Love ! 
You, while fo fair (do Fortune what ftc plcafe) 
Can be no more In Pain, than we at Eafe: 
Unlcfs, uiiiatisficd with all our Vows, 
Your vain Ambition (a unbomidcd grows. 
That you repine a Husband lliould cfcapc 
Th' united Force of fuch a Face and Shape. 
If fo, alas ! for all thofe charming Pow'rs, 
Your Cafe is juft as dcfpcratc as ours. 
Expect that Birds fhould only fing to you, 
I And, as you walk, that cvYy Tree fhould bow 5 

IExpeQ; thofc Statues, as you pais, {hould biurn 5 
And that with Wonder Men fhould Statues turn ; 
Such Beauty is enough to give Things Life, 
But not to make a Husband 

Husbanc 
I Colder than ' 
IThen from J 
ind wairc , 
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TisPity, Sighs from fach a Brcaftfliould part, 
Unlcfs to cafe fomc doubtful Lover's Heart ; 
Who dies bccaufc he muft too juftly prize 
What yet the dull Poffeffor does dcfpifc. 
Thus precious Jewels among Indians grow. 
Who nor their Ufc, nor wondrous Value know ; 
But we for thofe bright Treafures tempt the Main, 
And hazard Life for what the Fools difdain. 



A LET^ 
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u4 LETTER from SEA. 

FAireft, ifTime and Abfcncc can incline 
Your Heart to wand'ring Thoughts no more 
than mine 5 

r 

Then fhaJl my Hand, as changelcfs as my Mind, 
From your glad Eyes a kindly Welcome find 5 
Then, while this Note my Conftancy afTures, 
You 11 bealmoft as pleas'd, as I with yours. 
And truft me, when I feel that kind Relief, 
Abfence itfelf awhile fufpends its Grief: 
So may it do with you, but ftraight return ; 
For it were cruel not fometimes to mourn 
Hi§ Fate, who this long time he keeps away. 
Mourns all the Night, and fighs out all the Day 5 

Gucwv% 
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Grieving yet more, when he refleds that you 
Muft not be happy, or muft not be true. 
But fmce to me it feems a blacker Fate 
To be inconftant, than unfortunate 5 
Remember all thofe Vows between us paft. 
When I from all I value parted laft 5 
May you alike with kind Impatience burn. 
And fomething mifs, till I with Joy return 5 
And foon may pitying Heaven that Blcffing give. 
As in the Hopes of that alone I live. 



■"1 



Love's 
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> .} . J i ■ MM HP i"j ' timj ijn/ 



Loves Slavery, 

GRAVE Fops my Envy now beget. 
Who did my Pity move V 
They, by the Bight oF wanting Wit, 
Are free from Cares of Love. 

Turks honour Fools, becaufe they arc 

By that Defed fecure 
From Slavery and Toils of War, 

Which all the reft endure. 

Sol, who fufFer cold Negleft 
And Wounds from Celiacs Eyes, 

Begin extremely to relped 
Thefe Fools that feem fo wife. 



^-Vvs 
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TTis truc> they fdndly fet their Hearts 

On things of no Delight ) 
To pafs all Day for Men of Parts, 

They pals alone the Night : 

Bat Celia never breaks their Reft i 

Such Servants flie difdains ; 
And fo the Fops arc dully bleft. 

While I endure her Chains. 



ne 
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The DREAM. 

READY to throw mc at the Feet 
Of that fair Nymph whom I adore. 
Impatient thofe Delights to meet. 
Which I cnjoy'd the Night before j 

By her wonted fcornful Brow, 

Soon the fond Miftafcc I find 5 
IxiON mourn'd his Error fo. 

When Juno's Form the Cloud refign*d. 

Sleep, to make its Charms more priz'd 
Than waking Joys, which moft prevail. 

Had cmmingly itfelf diiguis*d 
In a Shape that could not fail. 

There my Celiacs fnowy Arms, 

Breafts, and other Parts more dear, 

JExpofing new and unknown Charms, 

To my tranfported Soul appear. 

Then 
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Then ybtt lb much KIndncfe fhowy 

My Defpair deluded flie$ 5 
And indulgent Dreams beftow 

What your Craeky denies. 

Blufti not that your Image Love 

Naked to my Fancy brought j 
Tishard, methinks, todifapprove 

The Joys I feel without your Fault. 

Wonder not a fancy'd Blifs 

Can fuch Griefs as mine remove } 

That Honour as fantaftick is, 
Which makes you fligltt fuch con^mt Love. 

The Virtue which you value fo, 

Is but a Fancy frail and vain j 
Nothing is folid here below. 

Except my Love, and your Difdain. 



To 
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To one "who accused him of being 
too fenfual in his Love. 

^Y^ H I N K not, my Fair, 'tis Sin or Shame, 

To blefs the Man who fo adores 5 
Nor give fo hard, unjuftaNamc, 

To all thofe Favours he implores. 
Beauty is Heav'n s moft bounteous Gift cfteem'd, 
Becaufe by Love Men arc from Vice redccm'd. 

Yet wifh not vainly for a Love - . ^ 

From all the Force of Nature ^lear 5 
That is referv'd for thofe above. 

And 'tis a Fault to claim it here. 
For fenfual Joys ye fcorn that we fhould love ye 5 
But Love without 'em is as much above ye. 

Vol, L D The 
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ne WARNING. 

T OVERS, who waftc your Thoughts and Youth 
"^^ In Paifion's fond Extremes ; 
Who dream of Womcns Love and Truth, 
And doat upon your Dreams : 

I fhould not here your Fanqr take 

From fuch a pleafing State, 
Were you not fure at laft to wake. 

And find your Fault too late. 

Then learn betimes, the Love which crowns 

Our Cares, is all but Wilts 5 
Composed of falfe fantaftick Frowns, 

And foft difiembling Smiles. 

With 
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With Anger, which fomctimes they feign. 

They cruel Tyrants prove 5 
And then turn Flatterers again. 

With as affefted Love. 

As if fome Injury were meant 

To thofc they kindly us'd, 
Thofe Lovers are the moft content), 

That have been (till refus'd. 

Since each has in his Bofom nurft 

A falfe and fawning Foe 5 
Tijs juft and wife, by (biking fi]|ft. 

To Tcape the fatal Blow. 



P ? To 
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To AMORETTA. 

T T Then I held out agalnft your Eyes, 

You took the fureft Courfc 
A Heart unwary to furprize, 
You ne'er could take by Force. 



However, tho' I ftrive no more. 
The Fort will now be priz'd 5 

Which, iffurrcnder'd up before. 
Perhaps had been dcfpis'd. 

But, gentle Amoretta, tho' 

I cannot Love refift. 
Think not, when you have caught me fo. 

To ufe me as you lift. 



1 



\SNS:^\\r 
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Inconftancy or Coldnefs will 

My foolifh Heart reclaim : 
Then I come off with Honour ftill. 

But you, alas! with Shame. 

A Heart by Kindnefs only gain'd. 

Will a dear Conqueft prove 5 
And, to be kept, muft be maintained 

AtvaftExpenceofLovc. ^ 



D 3 The 
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7he VENTURE. 

•^H, how I languifti ! Whataftrangc 

Unruly fierce Dcfire ! 
My Spirits feel fomc wondrous Change^ 
My Heart is all on fire. 

Now, all yc wifer Thougfits, away. 

In vain your Talc ye tell 
Of patient Hopes, and dull Delay, 

Love's foppifh Part s farcwel. 

Suppofc one Week's Delay would give 

All that my Wiflics nwvc % 
Oh, who fo long a Time can live, 

Stretch'd on the Rack of Love \ 

Her 
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Her Soul perhaps is too fublime^ 

To like fuch Qavilh Fear 5 
Difcretioti^ Prudence^ allisCrime^ 

If once condemn'd by her. 

When Honour does the Soldier call 

To fome unequal Fight, 
Refolv'd to conquer or to fall. 

Before his Gen'ral^ Sight 5 

Advanced the happy Hero lives 5 

Or if ill Fate denies. 
The noble Rafhnefi Heav'n forgives. 

And glorioufly he dies. 



D 4 . imMn- 
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Inconjlancy Excufed. 

S ON G. 

IMuft confcfs, I am untrue 
To Gloriana's Eyes 5 
But he that's finii'd upon by you, 
Muft all the World defpifc. 



In Winter, Fires of little Worth 

Excite our dull Defire 5 
But when the Sun breaks kindly forth, 

Thofe fainter Flames expire. 



Then 
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Then blame me not for flighting now 

What I did once adore ; 
O, do but this one Change allow. 

And I can change no more : 

Fixt 'by your never-feilirig Charms, 

Till, I with Age decay. 
Till languiftiing within your Arms, 

I figh my Soul away. 



SONG. 
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SONG. 

/^H, conceal that charming Creature 
^"^ From my wondring, wifhingEycs! 
Ev'ry Motion, cv'ry Feature 

Does fome ravifh'd Heart furprize ; 
But oh, Ifighing, fighing, fee 
The happy Swain! (he ne'er can be 
Falfetohim, or kind to me. 

Yet, ifl could humbly (how her. 

Ah! how wretched I remain ; 
Tisnot, fure, a Thing below her. 

Still to pity fo much Pain. 

i The 
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The Gods fomc Pleafurc, Plcafurc take, 
Happy as thcmiclvcs to make . 
Thofe who fufFcr for thcu: Sake. 

Since your Hand alone was giv'n 

To a Wretch not worth your Care s 
Like Ibme Angel fent from Heav'n, 

Come and raiie me from Defpair ! 
Your Heart I cannot^ cannot miis. 
And I defire no other Bliis ; 
Let all the World befides be Hi$« 



© £• 



4t SONGS AMD VEK.SES. 



DESPAIR. 

A LL hopclefs of Relief, 
^ ^ Incapable of Reft, 
In vain I drive to vent a Grief 
That's not to be expreft. 

This Rage within my Veins 

No Rcafon can remove 5 
Of all the Mind's moft cruel Pains, 

Thcfharpcft, fure, is Love. 

Yet while I languilh fo. 

And on thee vainly call 5 
Take heed, fair Caufe of all my Woe, 

What Fate may thee befall. 

Ungrateful, 
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Ungrateful, cruel Faults 

Suit not thy gentle Sex ; 
Hereafter, how will guilty Thou^ts 

Thy tender Confcience vex ! 

When welcome Death Ihall bring 

Relief to wretched me. 
My Soul enlarged, and once on Wing, 

In hafte will fly to thee. * ■ ' ' 

When in thy lonely Bed, 

My Ghoft its Moan fliall make. 
With faddeft Signs that I am dead. 

And dead for thy dear Sake. 

Struck with that confcious Blow, 

Thy very Soul will fl:art 5 
Pale as my Shadow thou wilt grow, 

And cold as is thy Heart. 
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Too late Remorie will then 

Untimely Pity fliow 
To him, who of all mortal Men 

Did moft thy Value know. 

Yet, with this broken Hem, 

I wifh thou never be ^ 

Tormented with the thoulandth Part 

Of what I feel for thee. 



On 
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On Apprehcnfion of lofing 
what he had newly gain d. 

In ImitaHm of OVID. 



firft 



C'URE I of all Men am the 
^'^ That ever was by Kindnefs curft. 
Who muft my only Bliis bemoan, 
And am by Happineis undone. 

Had I at Diftance only feen 
That lovely Face, I migjht hav&been 
With the delightful Objea pleas'd. 
But not with all this Paffion fciz'd. 

When afterwards fo near I came. 
As to be fcorch'd in Beauty's Flame ;. 



To 
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To fo much Softncfi, fbmuchScnfc, 
Reafon itfclf made no Defence. 

What pleafmg Thoughts poirefs'd my MTnd 
When little Favours fhew'd you kind ! 
And tho', when Coldnefs oft prevail'd, ^ . 

b My Heart would fink, and Sdirits fail'd, 
Yet willingly the Yoke I bore. 
And all your Chains as Bracelets wore : 
At your lov*d Feet all Day would lie, 
Defiring, without knowing why 5 
For, not yet bleft within your Arms, 
Who could have thought of half your Charms? 
Charms of fuch a wondrous kind. 
Words we cannot, muft not find, 
A Body worthy of your Mind : 
Fancy could ne'er fo high reflcft. 
Nor Love itfclf fuch Joys expcft. 

After fuch Embraces paft, 
Whofc Memory will ever laft. 



Love 



^^NGS AND VERSES. 49 

tx)vc is ftill rcflcfting back : 
All my Soul is on a Rack : 
To be in Hell 's fufficient Curfe, 
But to fall from Heav'n is worfe. 
I liv'd in Grief ere this I knew. 
But then I dwelt in Darkneis too. 
OfGains^ alas! ][ could not boaft r 
But little thought how much I loft. 
Now Hcart-de\^ouring Eagctncfs, 
And (harp Impatience to poflefs 5 
Now reftlefe Cares, confuming Fires, 
Anxious Thoughts, and fierce Dcfiresi 
Tear my Heart to that Degree, 
For ever fix'd on only Thee : 
Then all my Comfort is, I ftiaiy 
Live in thy Arms, or not at all. 



Vol. I. E The 
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The Rec&ncilement. 



S O N G. 



/^O M E, kt us nowf rcfolve at 1^ 

To live and love in Quiets 
Wc 11 tie the Knot fo very fafl:. 
That Time fliall ne'er untie it. 

The trucft Joys they i^bldoni prove. 

Who free from Quarrels live $ 
Tis tlie moft tender Part of Love, 



Each other to forgive. 



When 
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When kaft I fccm'd concern'd, I took 

NoPlcafure, nor no Reft; 
And when I feign'd an angry Look, 

Alas ! I lov'd you beft. 

Own but the fame to me, you 11 find 

How bleft will be our Fate ; 
Oh, to be happy, to be kind. 

Sure, never, is too late. 



E % SONG. 
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S O N G. 

TT^ ROM all uncafy Fafllons fxcc^ 

Revenge, Ambition, Jealoufy, 
Contented I had been too blefl*. 
If Love and you had let me reft. 
Yet that dull Life I now defpife 5 

Safe from your Eyes, 
I fear'd no Griefs, but then I found no Joys. . 

Amidft a thoufand kind Defires, 
Which Beauty moves, and Love inipires^i 
Such Pangs I feel of tender Fear, 
No Heart fo foft as mine can bear. 
Yet ru defy the worft of Harms : 

Such are your Charms, 
Tis worth a Life to die within your Arms, 



Te 
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To a Coquet Beauty. 

T^ROM Wars andPbgucs come no flich Harms, 

As from a Nyjnph fo full of Charms 5 
So much Swcctncfs in her Face, 
In her Motions fuch a Grace, 
In her kind inviting Eyes 
Such a foft Enchantment lies 5 
That we pleafe ourfelves too foon, * ^ . 

And are with empty Hopes undone. 

After aU her Softnefs, we 
Are but Slaves, while ihe is free 5 
Free, alas! from all Dcfirc, 
Except to fet the. World on Fire. 

Thou, fair Diflcmbler, doft but thus 
Deceive thyfclf, as well as us. 

E 3 Like 



54 SONGS ANP VERSESi 

Dkc a rcftlcfs Monarch, thou 
Would'ft rather force Mankind to bow. 
And venture round the World to roam, 
Than govern peaceably at Home. 
Buttruftmc, Celia, truftmc, when 
Apollo's Self infpires my Pen; 
One Hour of Love's Delights outweighs 
Whole Years of univerfal Praife j 
And one Adorer, kindly us'd, 
Gives truer Joys than Crouds refus'd. 

For what does Youth and Beauty fervej 
Why more than all your Sex defervc ? 
Why fuch foft alluring Arts 
To charjn our Eyes, and melt our Hearts J 
By our Lofs you notliing gain : 
Unlcls you love, you pleafc in vain. 



The 
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The RELAPSE. 

TT IKE Children in a ftarry Night, 

When I beheld thofe Eyes before, 
I gaz'd with Wonder and Delight, 
Infenfiblc of all their Po w'r. 

I play'd about the Flame fb long. 

At laft I felt the fcorching Fire 5 
My Hopes were weak, my Paffion ftrong. 

And I lay dying with Defire. 

By all the Helps of human Art, 

I juft recovcr'd fo much Senfe, 
Asto avoid, with heavy Heart, 

The fair, but fatal Influence. 

E 4. But, 
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But, iincc you Ihinc away Dcfpair, 
And now my Sighs no longer fhunn . 

No Terfian in iiis zealous Prayer 
So much adores the rifing Sun. 

If once again my Vows diipleafc. 
There never was fo loft a Lover j 

In Love, that languiftiing Difeafe, 
A fad Relapfe we ne'er recover. 



^^ 
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t:^^ recovery. 

[IGHING apjl laaguiftung I lay, 
A Stranger grown to all Delight^ 
Palling with tedious Thoughts the Day^ 
/Lnd with unquiet Dreams the Night. 

^Qx your deaj: Sake, my only Car^ 
Was how my fatal Love to hide 5 

Far ever drooping with Defpair, 
Keglcding all the World befidc: 

J|1I, like fome Angel from above, 

Cornelia came to my Relief 5 
And then I found the Joys of Love 

f^^Lti make Amends for all the Grief. 



Thofc 
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Thofc plcafing Hopes I now purfuc. 
Might fail, if you could prove unjuft $ 

But Promifes from Hcav n and you. 
Who is fo impious to miftruft ? 

Here all my Doubts and Troubles end s 
One tender Word my Soul aflfurcs $ 

Nor am I vain, fince I depend 

Not on my own Defert, but yours. 



ne 
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"1 AEjeded, as true Converts die. 

But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd, 
So, faircft ! at your Feet I lie, 
Ctfali my Scxs Faults aiham'd. 

Too long, alas] havelabus'd 
Love's innocent and facred Flame, 

And that divineft Pow*r have us'd 
To laugh at, as an idle Name. 

But iince fo freely I confeft 

A Crime which may your Scorn produce. 
Allow me now to make it Icfs 

ty any juft and fair Exciifc. 
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J tjicn did vulgar Joys puifue. 

Variety was ail my Blifs ; 
But ignorant of Love and You, 

How could I chufb but do amifs ^ 

tfcvcr now my wandring Eyes 
Seek out Amufements as before s 

Ife'erjlool;, but to defpifc 

Such Charms, and yalue yours the more i 

May fad Remorfe, and guilty Shame, 
Revenge your Wrongs on faifhlcls me j 

And, what I tremble cv'n to name. 
May I lofc all in lofing thee. 



The 
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Ue PICTURE. 
In Imitation of Anacreon. 

'"p'HOU Flatterer of aU the Fair, 

Come with ail your Skill and Care j 
Draw me fuch a Shape and Face, 
As your Flatt'ry would difgrace. 
Wifti not that Ihe would appear 5 
Tis well for ybu fhe is not here 5 
Scarce can you with Safety fee 
All her Charms defcrib'd by mc : 
I, alas! the Danger know f 
I, alas! have felt the Blow 5 
Aiourn, as loft, my former Days, 
That never fung of Celia's Praifc 5 

And 
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And thofc few that are behind 
I fhall blcft or wretched find. 
Only juft as (he is kind. 

With her tempting Eyes begin. 
Eyes that would draw Angels in 
To a fecond, fweeter Sin. 
Oh, thofc wanton roUing Eyes I 
At each Glance a Lover dies : 
Make them bright, yet make them willing j 
Let them look both kind and killing. 

Next, draw her Foreheads then her Nofc, 
And Lips juft op'ning, thatdifdofe 
Teeth fo bright, and Breath fo fweet. 
So much Beauty, fo much Wit, 
To our very Soul they ftrikc. 
All our Scnfes pleas'd alike. 

But fo pure a white and red. 
Never, never, can be faid : 
What arc Words in fuch a Cafe ? 
What is Paint to fiidr a Face i 

How 
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How fhould either Art avail us > 
Fancy here itfclf muft fail us, 

la hec Looks, and in her Mkn^ 
Such a graceful Air is feen. 
That if you, with all your Art, 
Can but reach the finallcft Part 5 
Nett to her, the matchlefs She, 
We IhaU wonder moft at Thee. 

Then her Neck, andBrcafts, and Hair, 

And her but my charming Fair 

Does in a thoufand things excel. 
Which I muft not, dare not tell. 

How go on then ? oh ! I fee 
A lovely Venus drawn by thee 5 
Oh how fair fhc does appear ! 
Touch it only here and there. 
Make her yet feem more divine, 
Your Venus then may look like mine, 
Whofe bright Form if once you faw, 
You ky her would Venus draw. 

Cm 
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On Don AlOnzoV heing killed in 
Portugal, upon Account of the 
Infanta, in the Tear 1^8 3. 

IN fuch a Caufe no Mufc fhoiild fail 
To bear a mournful Part > 
Tis juft and noble to bewail 
The Fate of falln Dcfcrt. 

In vain ambitious Hopes defign 4 

To make his Soul afpire, 
If Love and Bcfauty had not join'd. 

To raife a brighter Fire* 
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Amidfl: fo many dang'rous Foes 

How weak the wifcft prove ! 
JRjeafbn itfclf would fcarce oppofc. 

And fcems agreed with Love* 

If from the glotious Height he falls. 

He greatly daring dies ; 
Or mounting where bright Beauty calls. 

An Empire is the Prize* 



Vol. I. F rhe 
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ne SURPRIZE. 

O^AFELY perhaps dull Crowds admire ; 
^^^ But I, alas! am all on Fire. 

Like him who thought in Childhood pad 
That dire Difcafc which kill'd at laft, 
I durft have fworn I lov'd before, . 
And fancy 'd all the Danger o'er ; 
Had felt the Pangs of jealous Pain, 
And born the Blafls of cold Difdain 5 
Then reap'd at length the mighty Gains, 
That full Reward of all our Pains ! 

But what was all fuch Grief or Joy, 
That did my heedlefs Years Clhiploy i 
Mere Dreams of feign'd fantaftick Pow'rs, 
5ut the Difcafe of idle Hours 5 
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AmtLTement, Humour, AfFcftation, 
Compared with this fublimer Pafllon, 
Whofc. Raptures, bright as thofc abovf^ 
Outfhine the Flames of Zeal or Love. 
Yet think not, Faireft, whatlfing, 
Cap J&om a Love Platonick fpring 5 
That formal Softnefs (faife and vain) 
Not cff the Heart, but of the 'Brain. 
Thou art indeed.above oil Nature 5 
But I, a wretched human Creature, 
Wanting thy gentle gen rous Aid, 
Of Husband, Rivals, Friends afraid ! 
Amidft all this Seraphick Fire, 
Am almoft<lying with Defire, 
With eager Wiflies, ardent Thoughts^ 
Prone to commit J^ove's wildeft Faults! 
And (as we faccf on Sundays told 
The lufty Patriarch did of old ) 
Would fpr^.a^effing fr<;wn thofc Charms, 
And grafp an Angel in my Arms. 

F 2 i 
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A Dialogue fung on the Stage 
between an elderly Shepherd, 
and a "very young Nymph. 

Shep. T3 Right and blooming as the Spring, 
^^^^ Univcrfal Love infpiring ! 
All our Swains thy Praifcs fing. 
Ever gazing and admiring. 

Nytn. Praifes in fo high a Strain, 

And by fuch a Shepherd fung. 
Are enough to make me vain. 
Yet fo harmlels and fo young. 



Shep. 
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Shep. I fhould have dcfpair'd among 
Rivals that appear fo gayly : 
But your Eyes have made me young, 
By their finiling on me daily. 

Nym. Idle Boys admire us blindly. 

Are inconftant, wild, and bold 5 
And your ufmg me fo kindly 
Is a Proof you are not old, 

Shep. With thy pleafing Voice and Fafhion, 
With thy Humour and thy Youth, 
Chear my Soul, and crown my Paflion : 
Oh ! reward my Love and Truth. 

Nym. With thy careful Arts to cover 

That which Fools will count a Faulty 
Trueft Friend as well as Lover, 
Oh ! dcferve fo kind a Thought. 

F 3 Each 
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Each a Tart firfty and then both together. 

Happy wc fhall lie paficfling. 
Folded in each other's Arms, 

Love and Nature's chiefeft Blefling 
In tlic ftiU increafing Charms. 

So the dearefl: Joys of Jxjving, 
Which fcarce Heav n can go beyond. 

We'll be ev'ry Day improving, 
^hep. You itK)re fair, and I more fond. 
Nym. I more fair, and you more fond. 



On 
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On one who died dif covering her 
Kindnefs. 

O QME vex their Souls with jealous Pain^ 
^"^ While others figh for cold Difdain : 
Love's various Slaves we daily fee ; 
Yet happy all, compared with me. 

Of all Mankind, Ilov'dthebcft 
A Nymph fo far above the reft. 
That we outfliin'd the Bleft above, 
In Beauty fhe, and I in Love. 

And therefore they who could not bear 
To be outdone by Mortals here, 

F 4 Among 
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Among thcmfclvcs have plac d her now, 
An4 left me wretched here below. 

All oth^ Fate I could have born. 

And ev*n cndur'd her very Scorn 5 

But oh! thus all at Mice to find 

That dread Account ! both dead and kind J 

What Heart can hold ? If yet I live, 

Tis but to Ihew how muoh I grieve. 



On 
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On L u c I N D A V Death. 

/^OME all yc doleful, difmal Cares, 
That ever haunted guilty Mind ! 
The Pangs of Love when it defpairs. 

And all thofc Stings the Jealous find : 
Alas! heart-breaking tho' ye be. 
Yet welcome, welcome all to me ! 

Who now have loft but oh ! how mucli ? 

No Language, nothing can exprefs. 
Except my Grief; for fhe was fuch. 

That Praifes would but make her Icfs. 
Yet who can ever dare to raifc 
His Voice on her, unlefs to praifc ? 
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Free from her Sex's iinalleft Faults, 
And fair as Womankind can be $ 

Tender and warm as Lover's Thoughts, 
Yet cold to all the World but me. 

Of all this nothing now remains. 

But only Sighs and endleis Pains ! 



r# 
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To a Lady retiripg into a 
monajlery. 

\ T THat Bread: but yours can hold the dcnible Pire 

Of fierce Devotion, andoffondDefire? 
Love would Ihine forth, were not your Zeal io bright 
Whofe glaring Flames eclipic his gentler Light : 
Lefs feems the Faitivthat Mountains can remove, 
Than this which triumjAis over Youth and Love* 

But (hall fbme threatening Prieft divide us two? 
What worfe than that could all his Curfcs do ? 
Thus with a Fright fome have rcfign'd their Breathy 
And poorly dy'd only for Fear of Death. 

Hcav n fees our Paffions with Indulgence ftilT, 
And they who love well, can do nothing ill. 
While to us nothing but ourfclvcs is dear. 
Should the World firo wn, yet what have we to fear > 

Fame, 
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Fame, Wealth, and Pow r, thofc high-priz'd Gifts 

of Fate, 
The low Conccrs of a lefs happy State, 
Are far beneath us : Fortune's Self may take 
Her Aim at us, yet no Imprcfllon make 5 
Let Worldlings ask her Help, or fear her Harms > 
We can lie fafe> locked in each other's Arms, 
Like the bleft Saints, eternal Raptures know 5 
And flight thofc Storms that vainly reft below. 

Yet this, all this you arc refolv'd to quit i 
I fee my Ruin, and I muft fubmit : 
But think, O think, before you prove unkind. 
How loft a Wretch you leave forlorn behind. 

Malignant Envy, mix'd with Hate and Fear, ' 
Revenge for Wrongs too burdcnfome to bear, 
Ev'n Zeal itfclf, from whence all Mifchiefs fpring. 
Have never done fo barbarous a Thing. 

With fuch a Fate the Heavens decreed to vex 
Armida once, tho' of the fairer Sex 5 
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RiN AI.DO fhe had charnVd with fo much Art, 
Hers wa$ his Pow'r, hisPerfon, and his Heart: 
Honour's high Thoughts no more his Mind could 

move s 
She footh'd his Rage, and turn'd it all to Love : 
When ftrait a Guft of fierce Devotion blows, 
And in a Moment all her Joys o'erthrows : 
The poor Armida tears her golden Hair, 
Matchlefs till now, for Love, or for Dcfpair. 
Who is not mov'd while the fad Nymph complains \ 
i Yet you now ad what Tasso only feigns ; 
And after all our Vows, o^i Sighs, our Tears, 
My banilh*d Sorrows, and your conquer'd Fears \ 
So many Doubts, fo many Dangers paft, 
Vifions of Zeal muft vanquifh me at laft. 

Thus, in great Homer s War, throughout the Field 
Some Hero ftill made all things mortal yield 5 
But when a God once took the vanquifh'd Side, 
The Weak prevailed, and the Vidorious dy'd. 
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The VISION. 

Written during a Sea Voyage^ ^when fent 
to command the Farces for the Relief vf 
Tangier. 

TT Tithin the filcnt Shades of foft Repofc, 

Where Fancy's boundlefs Stream for cvtt^ 
flows 5 
Where the enfranchis'd Soul at Eafe can play, 
Tir'd with the toilfome Buiinefs of the Day 5 
Where Princes gladly reft their weary Heads, 
And change uncafy Thrones for downy Beds ; 
Where fecming Joys delude dcfpairing Minds, 
And where ev'n Jealoufy fomc Quiet finds 5 
There I and Sorrow for a white could part. 
Sleep clos'd my Eyes, and eas'd a fighing Heart. 

Buc 
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But here too foon a wretched Lover found 
In deepeft Griefs the Sleep can ne'er be fbuiid ; 
With ftrange Surprize. my troubled Fancy brings 
Odd antick Shapes of wild unheard-of Things 5 
Difinal and terrible they all appear. 
My Soul was (hook with an unufual Fear. 
But as when Vifions glad the Eyes of Saints, 
And kind Relief attends devout Complaints, 
Some beauteous Angel in bright Charms will fhinc. 
And fpreads a Glory round, that's all diVinc ; 
Jufl ibch a bright and beauteous Form appears, 
The Monfters vanifh, and with them my Feats. 
The fiurcft Shape was then before me brought. 
That Eyes e'er iaw, or Fancy ever thought 5 
How weak arc Words to fliew fuch Excellence, 
Which ev a confounds the SouI> as well as Scnk ! 
And, while our Eyes tranfporting Plcafurc find. 
It ftc^. not here, but ftrikes the very Mind. 
Some Angd fpcak her Eraifc ! No human Tongue, 
But with its utmoft Art muft do her Wrong. 
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The only Woman that has Pow'r to kill, 
And yet is good enough to want the Will j 
Who needs no fott alluring Words repeat. 
Nor ftudy'd Looks of languifhing Deceit. 

Fantaftick Beauty, always in the Wrong, 
Still thirtks fome Pride muft to Its Pow'r belong } 
An Air afFeded, and a haughty Mien 5 
Something that feems to fay, I would be feen. 
But of all Womankind this anly Shc> 
Full of its Charms, and from its Frailty free, 
Defervcs fome nobler Mufe her Fame to raifc, 
Bymaking the wholeSex befide, herPy ramid of Praifc. 
She, She appeared, the Source of all my Joys; 
The deareft Care that all my Thought employs: 
Gently Ihe look'd, as when I left her laftj 
When firft fhe feiz'd my Heart, and held it faft j 
When, if my Vows, alas! were made too late, 
I law my Doom came not from her, but Fate. 
With Pity then fhe eas'd my raging Pain, 
And her kind Eyes could fcarce from Tears refrain : 

Why 
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Why gentle Swain, faid fhe, why do you grieve 
In Words I (hould not hear, much lefs believe ? 
I gaze on that which is a Fauk to mind. 
And ought to fly the Danger wliich I find : 
Of falfe Mankind tho' you may be the beft, 
Ye all have robb'd poor Women of their Reft. 
I fee your Pain, and fee it too with Grief, 
Becaufe I would, yet muft not give Relief. 
Thus, for a Husband's Sake, as well as yours. 
My fcruplous Soul divided Pain endures j 
Guilty, alas ! to both 5 for thus I do 
Too much for him, yet not enough for you. 
Give over then, give over, haplefs Swain, 
A Paflion moving, but a Pallion vain. 
NotChance, nor Time Ihall ever change my Thought: 
Tis better much to die, than do a Fault. 

Oh, w^orfe than ever ! I§ it then my Doom 
Juft to fee Heav n, where I muft never conie ? 

• Vol. L G Your 
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Your foft Compaflion, if not fomcthing more : 
Yet I remain as wretched as before : 
The Wind, indeed, is fair, but ah ! no Sight of Shore. 
Farewell, too fcrup'lous Fair-one 5 oh! farewel. 
What Torments I endure, ho Tongue can tell 5 
Thank Heav'n, my Fate tranfports me now, where I 
Your Martyr may with Eafe and Safety die. 

Withthatlkneel'd, and feiz'd her trembling Hand, 
While (he imposed this cruel kind Command : 
Live and love on 5 you will be true, I know 5 
But live then, and come back to tell me fo : 
For tho' I blufti at this laft guilty Breath, 
I can endure that better than your Death. 

Tormenting Kindnefs ! Barbarous Reprieve ! 
Condemn d to die, and yet compelled to live ! 

This tender Scene my Dream repeated o'er, 
Juft as it pafe'd in real Truth before. 
Methought I then fell grov ling to the Ground, 
Till on a fudden rais d, I wond'ring found 

A 
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A ftrangc Appearance all in taintlefi White 5 
His Form gave Rcv'rcnce, and iiis Face Delight : 
Goodnefi and Greatncfs in his Eyes were fccn ; 
Gentle his Look, and affable his Mien. 
A kindly Notice of mc thus he took : 
^' What mean thcfe flowing Eyes, this ghaftly Look! 
^' Thefe trembling Joints, this loofe difhcvcrd Hair, 
^* And this cold Dew, the Drops of deep Dc^air i " 

With Grief and Wonder firft my Spirits feint. 
But thus, at laft, I vented my Complaint. 
Behold a Wretch whom cruel Fate has found. 
And in the Depth of all Misfortune drown'd. 
There fliines a Nymph, to whom an cnvy'd Swain 
Is ty'd in Hymen s ceremonious Chain s 
But cloy'd with Charms of fuch a Marriage-Bed, 
And fed with Manna, yet he longs for Bread 5 
And will, moft Husband-like, not only range 
For Love perhaps of nothing elfe but Change 5 
But to inferior Beauty proftratc lies. 
And courts her Love, in Scorn of Flavians Eyes, 

G 2 >^ 
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All this I knew (the Form divine reply 'd) 
And did but ask to have thy Temper try'd. 
Which prove fincerc. Of both I know the Mind 5 
She is too fcrupulpus, and thou too kind : 
But iince thy fatal Love 's for ever fix*d. 
Whatever Time or Abfence come betwixt 5 
Since thy fond Heart ev'n her Difdain prefers 
To others Love, I'll fomething foften hers. 
Elfe in the Search of Virtue fhe may ftray : 
Well-meaning Mortals (hould not lofe their Way. 
She now indeed fins on the fafer Side, 
For Hearts too loofc are never to be ty'd ; 
/But no Extremes arc either good or wife. 
And in the Midft alone true Virtue lies. 
When Marriage- Vows unite an equal Pair, 
Tis a mere Contraft, made by human Care, 
By which they both are for Convenience ty'd, 
The Bridegroom yet more ftridly than the Bride : 
For Circumftances alter ev'ry III, 
And Woman meets with moft Temptation ftill 5 
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She a forfakcn Bed muft often bear. 

While he can never fail to find her there. 

And therefore lefs excus'd to range elfewhcre. 

Yet this (he ought to fuffer and fubmit : 

But when no longer for each other fit, 

If Ufagc bafe fhall juft Refentment move. 

Or, what is worfe, Affronts of wand ring Love 5 

No Obligation after that remains. 

Tis mean, not juft, to wear a Rival's Chains. 

Yet Decency requires the wonted Cares 
Of Int'reft, Children, and remote Affairs j 
But in her Love, tliat dear Concern of Life, 
She all the while may be another's Wife : 
Heav n that beholds her wrong'd and widow 'd Bed, 
Permits a Lover in her Husband's Stead. 

I flung me at his Feet, his Robes would kifs. 

And cry'd, Ev'n our bafe World is juft in this 5 

Amidft our Cenfures, Love we gently blame 5 
And Love fometimes preserves a Female Fame. 

G 3 What 
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What Tic Icfs ftrong can Woman's Will rcftrain > 
When Honour,Chccks,andConfciencc plead in vain 5 
When Parents Threats, and Friends Perfuafions fail. 
When Int reft and Ambition fcarcc prevail. 
To bound that Sex when nothing clfc can move » 
They'll live refcrv'd to pleafc the Man they love ! 

The Spirit then reply'd to all^I faid. 
She may be kind, but not till thou art dead 5 
Bewail thy Memory, bemoan thy Fate : 
Then flic will love, when 'tis, alas! toolat^r 
Of all thy Pains fhc will no Pity have. 
Till fad Defpair has fent thee to the Grave. 

Amaz'd, I wak'd in Hafte, 
All trcmblmg at my Doom ; 

Dreams oft repeat Adventures paft. 
And tell our Ills to come. 



HELEN 



HELEN to PARIS, 



FROM 



OVID. 



Tranflated by the Earl of MULGRAFEy 
andMT.DRrDEI\r, 
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HELEN to PARIS. 



HEN loofe Epiftlcs violate 

chaftc Eyes, 
She half confcnts, who iilcnt- 

ly denies : 
How dares a Stranger, with 
Deiigns Co vain. 
Marriage and hofpitablc Rights profime ? 
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Was it for this your Fate did Shelter find 
From fwclling Seas, and cv'ry faithlefs Wind > 
(For tho' a diftant Country brought you forth. 
Your Ufagc here was equal to your Worth.) 
Does this dcferve to be rewarded fo } 
Did you coine here a Stranger^ or a Foe > 
Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain. 
And think me barbxous for my juft Difdain ; 
Ill-brcd then let me be, but not unchafte. 
Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defac'd. 
Tho' in my Face there's no afFedcd Frown, 
Nor in my Carriage a fcign'd Nicencfs Ihown, 
I keep my Honour ftill without a Stain, 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your Boldncfs I with Admiration fee. ^ 

What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me \ 
Becaufe a Hero fore d me once away. 
Am I thought fit to be a fecond Prey ? ■ . . 

Had I been woo, I had defcrv'd your Blame j 
But fure my Fart was nothing but th( Shame : 

Yet 
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Yet the bafe Theft to him no Fruit did bear 5 

I Tcap'd unhurt by any thing but Fear : 

Rude Force might fomc unwilling Kifles gain. 

But that was all he ever could obtain. 

You on fuch Terms would ne*er have let me go ; 

Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 

Untouched the Youth rcftor'd me to my Friends, 

And modeft Ufage made me fbme Amends. 

Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed. 

Did he repent, that Paris might fucccedi 

Sure 'tis fome Fate that fets me above Wrongs, 

Yet ftiU expofes me to bufy Tongues. 

Ill not complain 5 for who's difpleas*d with Love, 

Ifitiincere, difcrcct, and conftant prove? 

But that I fear -— not that I think you baic. 

Or doubt the blooming Beauties of my Face 5 

But all your Sex is fubjed to deceive. 

And ours, alas! too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield j and Love overcomes the bcft — 

But why Ihoiild I not Ihine above the Kft ? 
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• Fair Leda's Story fccms at j&rft to be 
A fit Example ready found for me : 
But flic was couzen'd by a borrowed Shape, 
And under harmlefs Feathers felt a Rape : 
If I ftiould yield, what Reafon could I ufe i 
By what Miftake the loving Crime excufe ? 
Her Fault was in her pow rful Lx>ver loft 5 
But of what Jupiter have 1 to boaft? 
Tho' you to Heroes, and to Kings fucceed. 
Our famous Race does no Addition need s 
And great Alliances but ufelefs prove 
To one that iprings herfelf from mighty Jove. 
Go then and boaft in fome lefs haughty Place 
Your Phrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 
Which I would ftiew I valu d, ifldurftj 
You are the fifth from Jove, but I the firft. 
The Crown of Troy is pow rful, I confefs 5 
But I have Reafon to think ours no lefs. 
Your Letter, fiird withProniifesof all 
That Men can good, and Wonaen pleafant call. 

Gives 
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Gives Expedation fuch an ample Field, 

As would move Goddefles themfelves to yield. 

But if I e'er offend great Juno's Laws, 

Yourfelf fhall be the dear, the only Caufe 5 

Either my Honour Til to Death maintain. 

Or follow you without mean Thoughts of Gain. 

Not that fo fair a Prefent I defpifc 5 

We like the Gift, when we the Giver prize : 

But 'tis your Love moves me, which made you take 

Such Pains, and run fuch Hazards for my fake. 

I have perceiv'd (tho' I diffembled too) 

A thoufand things that Love has made you do : 

Your eager Eyes would almoft dazzle mine. 

In which (wild Man !) your wanton Thoughts would 

Ihine. 
Sometimes you d figh, fomctimcs diforder'd ftand. 
And with unufual Ardour prefs my Hand s 
Contrive juft after mc to take the Glafs, 
Nor would you let the leaft Occafion pafs : 
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Which oft I fear'd I did not mind alone. 
And blufhirig fat for things wliich you have doiie : 
Then murmured to myfclf, He'U for my fake 
bo any thing 5 I hope 'twas no Miftakq. 
Oft have 1 read within this pleafant Grove, 
Under my Name, thofe charming Words, I hve. 
I, frowning, fcem'd not to believe your Flame i 
But now, alas ! am come to write the fame. 
If I were capable to do amifs, 
I could not but be ienflble of this. 
For, oh ! your Face has fuch peculiar Charms, 
That who can hold from flying to your Arms! 
But what I ne'er can have without Offence, 
May fome bleft Maid poffefs with Innocence. 
Pleafure may tempt, but Virtue more fliould move $ 
Oh! learn of me to want the thing you love. 
What you dcfire, is fought by all Mankind : 
As you have Eyes, fo others are not blind. 
Like you they fee, like you my Charms adore 5 
They wifh not Icfs, but you dare venture more. 

Ohl 



HELEN TO TARIS. pf 

Oh ! had you then upon our Coafts been brought. 

My Virgin Love when thoufand Rivals fought. 

You had I feen, you Ihould have had my Voice j 

Nor cou'd my Husband juftiy blame my Choice. 

For both our Hopes, alas! you come too late j 

Another now is Mafter of my Fate. 

More to my Wifh I cou'd have liv'd with you. 

And yet my prefent Lot can undergo. 

Ccafe to foUicit a weak Woman's Will, 

And urge not her you love, to fo much 111 : 

But let me live contented as I may. 

And make not my unfpottcd Fame your Prey. 

Some Right you claim, fince naked to your Eyes 

Three Goddeffes difputed Beauty's Prize : 

One ofFer'd Valour, t'other Crowns ; butfhc 

Obtain'd her Caufe, who fmiling promised me. 

But, firft, I am not of Belief fo light. 

To think fuch Nymphs wou'd Ihe w you fuch a Sight. 

Vrt-- ipranting this, the other Part is feign d : 

fo mean, your Sentence had not gain'd. 
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With pdrtial Eyes I fhould myfclf regard. 

To tliink that Venus made mc her Reward : 

I humbly am content with human Praife > 

A Goddcfs*s Applaufe would Envy raife. 

But be it as you fay 5 for 'tis confcft. 

The Men who flatter higheft, pleafe us bcft : 

That I fufpcdl it, ought not to dilpleafc 5 

Por Miracles are not belicv'd with Eafc. 

One Joy I have, that I had Venus' Voice 5 

A greater yet, that you confirnVd her Choice 5 

That profFer'd Laurels, promis'd Sovereignty, 

Juno and Pallas, you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your Empire then, and your Renown \ 

What Heart of Rock but muft by this be won ? 

And yet bear Witncrs, O you Pow'rs above. 

How rude I am in all the Arts of Love ! 

My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men 5 

This is th' Eflay of my unpradis'd Pen : 

Happy thofe Nymphs, whom Ufe has perfed made $ 

1 think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade. 

Eva 



} 
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£v'n while t write, my fearful confcious Eyes 
Look often back, mifdbubting a Surprize. 
Fdr now the RnnuMr fpreads among the Croud^ 
At Court in Whifpers, but in Town aloud^ 
Diflemble you> whatever you hear 'em fay : 
To leave off loving were yout better Way j 
Yet, if jrott will diflcmble it> you may* 
Love fcicretly : the AbfenceofmyLord 
ijiore Freedom gives, but does not all affords 
Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay i 
Call'd by Affairs of Con&quence away» 
To go or not, when imrefolv'd he flood, 
i bid him make what fwift Return he could t 
Thenkiffingme, htfaid> I recommend 
AU to thy Care, but moft my Trojan Friend. 
I finil'd at what he innocently faid. 
And only anfwer'd, Youihallbec^y^d. 
iPropitii>us Winds have born him i^ ^om henc^ 
^t let not this iccufe your Confidence. 
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But I with you may leave the Spartan Port^* 

To view the Trdjan Wealth, and Priam's Coort, 

Shown while I fee, I (hall expofe my Fame j 
And fill a foreign Country with my Shame. 
In AJia what Reception (hall I find ? 
And what Dilhonour leave in Greece behind ? 
^ What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 
And what will all your modeft Matrons fay i 
Ev'nyou, when op this Adion you refleft, 
My future Conduft juftly may fuiped : 
And whate'e* Stranger lands upon your Coaft,^ 
Conclude me, by your own Example, loft. 
I, from your Rage, a Strumpet's Name fhall hear^ 
While you forget what Part in it you bear. 
You, my Crime's Author, will my Crime upbraid : 
Deep under Ground^ oh ! let me firft be laid ! 
You boaft the Pomp and Plenty of your ]Land» 
And promife all ihall be at my Command : 
Your 7r£/^» Wealth, believe me^ Idei^ife$ 
My own poor native Land has dearer Tie& ; 

« Shoud 
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ShonVl I be injui'd Ml your ?i&rr^/tf» Shore, 
What Help of Kindted cou'd I there implore i 
Mbdba was by Jasom's Flan:'ry won : 
I may,- like her, believe and be midone. 
Plain honeft Hearts, like mine, fufped: no Cheat; 
And Love contributes to its own Deceit. 
The Ships, about whofc Sides load Tempcfts ?<?ar, , 
With gentle Winds were wafted from the Shore. 
Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand, 
Sprang from her Womb, confum^d theTr^/tf^Landr 
To fecond this, old Prophecies conipire. 
That Ji/um fhall be burnt with Grecian Fire : 
Both give me Fear, nor is it much allay'd. 
That Venus is oblig'd pur Loves to aid. 
For they who IcA their Cau&> Revenge will take, . 
And for one Friend two Enemies you make. 
Nor can I doubt, biit fhould I fellow you, . 
The Sword would ionn qv £tfal Crime purTue : . 
A Wrong fy great my Husband's Rage would rouze, 
^Uid my Relations would his Caufe cCi^>a&. 

H 3 "^^ 
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You boaft y<Mtf Strength and Conrige { tttC^ al^| 

Your Words receive finaU Credit fitom yo^r Ea^ ; 

Let Heroes in the diifty Held deiig^ 

Thofc Limbs were fafhion'd for another Figjhtr 

Bid Hectqr faUy from the Walls of 7r^ s 

A fweetcr Quarrel (hou'd your Arxns employ* 

Yet Fears like thcfc (hou'd not my Mind pqrptei^ . 

Were I as wife as many of my Sex ? 

But Time and you may bolder Tiu)ug)its iiiipux^ 

And I;^ perhapS;^ may yield to your Deibe. 

You laft demand a private Conference : 

Thefe arc your Words i but I can giic& your SenffS^ . 

Your unripe Hopes their Harveft ixiuft attend : 

Be rul'd by me, and Time may be youi Fricftd. ; i. 

Th)$ is enQugh to let yoa nndcrfland^ \ 

For now n^y Pen has tir^d my tender H^ i 

My Woman knows the Secret of itoy HMtt^ 

And nsay, iiexeaft^, bettor Ncvs ittipert; 



*. ' :i*>:. 
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Part of tbe Storj€f Or? HE us, 

Beiiiig a Tranflation out of the Fourth Book 
of riRGIVs GiORGic. 

O^r^IS not for noching y/fhca juft Hcav'n docs 

"*• ftownj 

The injur'd Orpheus calls thcfe Judgments down ; 
Who(feSpouf<^ dvotdiiig to become diy Prey, 
And all has Jof^ at once were ihatch'd away ; 
The Nyo^h, ftuie-doom'd that &tal way to paT^ 
Spy'd nor the Seiipent hukiag in the Grafi : 
A moomfUi Cry tlup ipacioua Valley fills. 
With echoing Groans fjrom all the neighb'ring Hills j 
The *I>rj$iU3 roar pot' i44ettp Defpair, 
And wifh united Voice bcTrail th? F^. 
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For fuch a Lofs he foughlt no vain Relief^ 
But with his Liite indulged the tender Griefs 
Along the Shore he oft would wildly fixay. 
With doleful Notes bcgin^ and ?nd the Day, 
At length to Hell a firightftil Journey made, 
Pafs'd the wide-gaping Gulph, and difinal Shade ; 
Viiits the Ghofts, and to that King tcpms, 
Whofe Heart's inflexible to human Pray'rs. 
All Hcjl is ravilh'd with fo fwcet a Son^ ^ 
light Souls and airy Spirits glide along 
In Troops, like Millions ofthefeather'd Kind, 
Driv'n home by Night, or fomc tempeftuous Wind ; 
Matrons and Men, raw Youths and unripe Maids j 
And mighty Heroes- more majeftick Shades j 
And Sons entombed before their Parents Face j 
Thefe the black Waves of bomding Stj^x embrace 
Nine times circumfluent } clo^'d with noiibmc 
• Weeds, 
Ar^d all that Filth whi^ ftanding Water breeds* 
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Amazement rc^'d ev'n the deep Caves of Death i 
The Sifters \i^ bluc(haky Curls took £reath $ 
Ixion's Wheel aviule unmov'd remain'd. 
And the fierce Dog his three- mouth'4 Voi?? ic^ 
ArainU 
When iafe retom'di and all thefe D^geis pai!^ 
His Wife, xf&ot'i to breathe &e(h Air at laft« 
Followii^g (for To PnQSEBPiNA was pleas'd) 
A fud4en J^age th' unwary JLovqr feiJ5'4? 
He,, as thf ftA bright Glimipfc of Day-light Ihiii'd, ^ 
Could not refrain %o ca(t onp Look behind j 
A'Fault of Love ! could Hell CompaiCon find. 
A dreadful $ound thrice Ihook the Stygian Coafl^ 
HM ?iQp^ quite fled^ and aU his Labour loft | 
\Vliy haft thou thus undone thyfclf and mc ? 
\5^hat BLagc is this \ Qh^ I am fnatch'd from thee ! 
(Shcfaintljr<jry'4) Night jmdth?Pow'rs of Hell 
Surround my Sigl^t } ph^ Orpheus ! di, farcwcl ! 
A^y Hands ftretch for^h to |;each thee as before | 
But all in yi^^ for I ami thine no more s 
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Nd tautt allo^/d %o view thy Face, or Day ! — 
Then from his %its, like Smoke, tat fleets away. 
Much he would &iii have fpc^e: bat Fate, alas[ 
Would ne'cf again confent to let him pafi. 
Thus twice undone, "^hat Courfe remain'd to take. 
To gain her back, already pafi'd the I^e ? 
What Tears, what Patience could procure him Eafe ? 
Or, ah! what Vows the angry Pow'rs appcafc ? 
Tis faid, he fcv'n long Moons bewail'd his Lof$ 
To bleak and barren Rocks, on whofe cold Mo% 
While languilhing he fung his fatal Flame, 
He mov'd cv'n Trees, and made fierce Tygers tame. 

So the fad Nightingale, when childlefs made 
By fome rough Swain who ftole her Young away. 

Bewails her Lois beneath a Poplar Shade, 
Mourns all the Night, in Murmurs waftes the Day i 
Her melting Songs a doleful Pleafiirc yield. 
And melancholy Mulick fills die Field, 

Marriage, nor Love, could ever rnove his Mind } 
But all alone, ' beat by the northtrk Wind, 
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Shivering on Tanais Banks the Bard remain'd^ 
^nd of the Gods' unfruitful Gift qomplain'd^ 
Cicqnian Dames, enrag'd to be defpis'd. 
As th^y the Fe^ of Bacchus folemniz'd. 
Slew the poor Youth, and ftrew'd about his Limbs 5 
^isHpad, torn oflF from the fair Body, fwims 
pQwn that fwift Current where the Heber flow?!. 
And ftill its Tonguein doleful Accents goes* 
^h^ poor EuRYDiCE ! he dying cry'ds 
^URYDiCE rcfpunds from every Side. 
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OW vain, and taovinfcniiUe 

aBcaft 
Is Man ! who yet would lord 

ito'tftheieftl 
Philofophets and Poets vaia-' 

lyfitoiev 
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fiat thoft woe Pedants, ifcom^d^^irtchthc^i f 
Who knew not only t6 inftnid, but pleafe t 
Poets alone found the delightful Way/ 
Myfterious Morals gently to conVey 
In charming Numbers^ that when once Men gre# 
Plcas'd with their Poems, they grew wifer tod. 

SATIRE has always (hin'd among the reft. 
And is the boldeft Way, perhaps the beft. 
To {hew Men freely all their foulcft Faults $ 
To laugh at their .vain Deeds, and vamer Tfaoi$kK$< 

In this great Work the Wife took dilTrcntWafs, 
Tho* each deferving its peculiar Praife : 
Some did our Follies with juft Sharpneis blaigfc $ 
While others laugh'd, and fcom'd us into Shame ) 
But, ofthefetwo, the laftfucceedcd beft i 
- AsMenhitrightcft, when they (hoot in Jeft. 

Yet, if we may prefume to blainc our Guides, 
Ahd cenfure thofc who cehfufd all befides : 
In all things elfc they juftly arc preftrr'd j 
' In this alone methinks the Andenss erx'd : 
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Againft the groffcft Follies tlicy declaim. 
Hard they purfuc, but hunt ignoble Game- 
Nothing is eafier than fuch Blots to hit. 
And but the Talent of a vulgar Wit : 
feefidcs, 'tis Labour loft 5 for who would teach 

\V — SLY to write, or Te to preach i 

*Tis being devout at Play^ wife at a Ball, 

Or bringing Wit and Friendfhip to IFhitehalL 

But, with (harp Eyes tliofc nicer Faults to find. 
Which lie obfcurely in the wifcft Mind, 
That little Speck, which all the reft will j^oil ; 
To wafli off this, would be a noble Toil j 
Beyond the loofe-writ Libels of this Age, 
Or the forcd Scenes of our declining Stage : 
Above the Reach of cv'ry Little Wit, 
Who, yet, will linile to fee a Greater hit. 
But ev'n the greatcft, tho' cxpos'd the inoft. 
Of fuch Corredion fhould have Caufc to boaft : 
In fuch a Satire they might court a Share, 
And each vain Fool would fancy he was there. 

Vol. L 1 ^\^ 
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Old Story-tellers then will pine and die. 
To find their antiquated Wit laid by 5 
Like her who mifs*d her Name in a Lampoon, 
And figh'd, to find hcrfelf decay 'd fo foon. 
No common Coxcomb muft be mentioned here. 
Nor the dull Train of dancing Sparks appear; 
No fcather'd Oflicerf , who never fight 5 
Of fiich a wretched Rabble who would write? 
Much lefs Half- Wits 5 that's more againft our Rules j 
For they are Fops, the others are but Fools : 
Who would not be as filly as D — ••r. 
Or dull as W — ly, rather than Sir C — r <• 

The cunning Courtier fhould be flighted too. 
Who with dull Knav'ry makes fo much ado. 
Till the fhrcwd Fool, by thriving too too faft. 
Like Esop s Fox, becomes a Prey at laft. 

Nor ftiQuld the royal Miftrefles be nam'd $ 
Too ugly, ortooeafy tobeblam'dj 
With whom each rhiming Fool keeps fuch a Pother, 
They are as common that way as the other : 

WhUc 
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While ^lintiing Charles, betwixt fo mean a Brace,*] 
Meets with diflcmbling ftill in cither Place, 
AfFcacd Humour, or a painted Face. 
in loyal Libels we have often told him, 
How one has jilted him, the other fold him ; 
How that afFcfts to laugh, and this to weep i 
But who fo long can rail, as he can keep ? 
Was ever Prince by two at once mifled, 
Foolifli and falfc, ill-natur'd and ill-bred ? 

E — y and A — y, with all the Race 
Of formal Blockheads, fhall have here no Place 5 
At Council fet, as Foils, on Da- — 's Score, 
To make that great falfe Jewel Ihine the more 5 
Who all the while is thought exceeding wife. 
Only for taking Pains, and telling Lyes. 

But there's no meddling with fuch naufeousMenj 
Their very Names have tir'd' my nicer Pen 5 
*Tis Time to quit their Company, and chufc 
Some nobler Subjed for a ftiarper Mufc. 

I 2 KxsSi. 
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And firft, behold the merricft Man aliv? 
Againft his careitfs Genius vainly ftrivc 5 
Quit his dear Eafc fonic deep Defign to lay. 
Appoint the Hour, and then forget the Day» 
Yet he will laugh, cv*a at his Friends, and be 
Juft as good Company as Nokes or Lee 5 
But when he would the Court or Nation rule. 
He turns himjGglf the bcft to Ridicule* 
When ferious, few for great Affairs more fit $ 
But fhcw him Mirth, and bait that Mirth with Wit, 
That Shadow of a Jcft fhall be enjoy 'd, 
Tho' he left all Mankind to be deftroy'd. 

So VufSy transfornVd, fat like a mumping Bride, 
Pcnfivc, and prudent, tiUtheMoufefhefpy'dj 
But foon the Lady had him in her Eye, 
And from the Board did juft as oddly fly. 

Strainjing above oijjr Nature does no Good 5 
Wc mgft fink back to our old Flcfh audi Blood. 

As by our little Matchiavel we l^4> 
That nimbleft Creature of the bufy Kind : 

His 
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His Lcggs arc crippled, and his Body (hakes. 
Yet his bold Mind, that all this Buftlc makes. 
No Pity of its poor Companion takes 5 
What Gravity can hold from laughing out. 
To fee that lug his feeble Limbs about ? 
Like Hounds ill-coupled, Jowler is fo ftrong. 
He jades poor Zr//, and drags him ail-along. 
Tis fuch a Cruelty as ne cr was known. 
To ufc a Body thus, tho"tis one's own. 
Yet this vain Comfort in his Mind he keeps j 
His Soul is foaring, while his Body creeps, 
Alas ! that Soaring, to thofe few who know. 
Is but a bufy Fluttering here below. 
So vifionary Brains afccnd the Sky, 
While on the Ground entrattc'd the WretchesSic j 
And fo late Fops have fency'd they can fly. 

Next, our new Earl, with Parts dderving Praifc, 
And Wit enough to l4u^ at his own Ways j 
Yet lofes all foft Days, and Icnfual Nights, 
Kind Nature checks, and kifidef Fortane flights, 

I 3 ^iviv^s^ 
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Striving againft his Quiet all he can. 

For the fine Notion of a bufy Man : 

And what is that at beft, but one whofc Mind 

Is made to vex himfelf and all Mankind i 

Drudinng for Wealth, a Courtier let Iiim live 5 

For, if foaie odd fantaftick Lord will drive 

A Hackacy Coach, and meaner Bufinefe do, 

\\^e fhould both pay him, and admire him too. 

But is there any other Beaft alive. 

Can his own Harm fo wittily contrive ? 

Will any Dog, that has his Teeth and Stones, 

Rcfin dly leave his Bitches and his Bones, 

To turn ^ Wheel, and bark to be employed 5 

While Venus is by Rival Dogs enjoy'd ? 

Yet this vain Man, to get a Statefinan's Name, 

Forfeits his Friends, his Freedom, and his Fame. 

Tho' Satire, nicely writ, no Folly ftings 
But theirs, who meritPraife for other Things : 
Yet we muft needs this one Exception make, 
■ And break <)ur Rule for filLy Tropo's Sake i 

Who 
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Who lately too much fcorn d to be accus'd. 

Now therefore fcarce dcfervcs to be abus'd. 

Raised only by a mercenary Tongue, 

For Railing fmoothly, and for Reasoning wrong. 

As Boys on Holidays, let loofe to play. 

Halloo a (tumbling Jade in flipp'ry way 5 

Then laugh to fee in Dirt and deep Diftrcfs 

Some awkard Cit in her flowr'd fooli{h Drcfs ; 

Such mighty Satisfaction have I found. 

To fee this Tinfel Eloquence a-ground. 

The florid Gravity we often faw 

Baffled by common Whifflcrs of the Law. 

For Senfe fits filent, and condemns for weaker 

Tiie finer, nay fometimes the wittier Speaker. 

Sq odd a, Mixture no Man elfe affords ; 

Such Scarcity of Senfe, fuch Choice of Words ! 

At Bar abufive, on the Bench unable, 

Knave on the Wool-fack, Fop at Council Table ! 

But thefe are Politicians, fuch as wou d 
Be rather high than honeft, great than good. 

I 4, KXN5^^«. 
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Another Sort of Wits (hall now be {hown, 
Whofc harmlcfs Foibles hurt themfdvcs alone i 
Who think Exccfs of Luxury can pleafe. 
And Lazincfs call Loving of their Eafe ; 
Picafurc and Indolence their only Aim j 
Yet their whole Life's but intermitting Pain. 
Such Hcad-achs, Surfeits, Ails, their Days divide. 
They fcarcc perceive the little Time befide. 

Well-meaning Men, who make this groftMiftakc, 
And Pleafure lofc, only for Plcafure's fake ! 
Each Pleafure hath its Price, and when we pay 
Too much of Pain, we fquander Life away. 

Thus D — --T, purring like a thoughtful Cat, 
Marry 'd 5 but wifer Vufs ne'er thinks on that. 
Like PEMBRokE's Dog, fierce at his fondeft Time, 
At once he woes, and worries her in RJiime 5 
To gain her Love, expofes all her Life, 
A teeming Widow, but a barren Wifp. 
With tame Submiffion to the Will of Fj^tc, 
He tugg*d about the matrimonwl Weight j 
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Till Fortune, blifiidly kind z& jvtiX as he. 

Has ill rcftor'd hitxkto llis Liberty 5 

That is, to live in liis old idle way, 

Smoaking all Night, and dozing all the Day $ - 

Dull as Ned H- — rd, whom his brisker Time 

Had fam'd for Nonfcnfc in immortal RJiime. 

M VE had much«do to Ycapc tlie Snare, 

Tho' vers'd in alFthofc Arts that cheat the Faif . 

Beauty and Wit had fciz*d his Heart fo faft. 

That NuMPS himfclf feem*d in the Stocks at 1^ 

Old injur'd Parents dry'd their weeping Eyes, 

In Hopes to fee this Pirate made a Prize 5 

Th' impatient Town waited the wilh'd-fqr Change, 

And Cuckolds fiiecr'd in hc^es of fweet Revenge; 

Till his Ambition fct his Love aftde, 

Andlav'dhim, not by Pradence, but by Pride, 

What tender Thoughts his hardcn'd Heart can move. 

Who for a Shadow, quits fubftantial Love i 

—J 
And little § Sid, for Simile r^nown'd, 

Pleafure has always ibugh^ but feldom found : 

$ Arnurkahl^ for oiaking picaftnt and fropct $vm^\c% QQk^Oco^%k»Qak« 
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Tho' Wine and Women are his only Care, 

Of both he takes a lamentable Share. 

The Flefli he lives on is too rank and ftrong 5 

His Meat and Miftrefles are kept too long. 

But, fure, we all miftake the pious Man, 

Who mortifies his Perfon alltie can 5 

It' 
And what the World counts Lcwdnefs, Vice, and 

Sin, 

Are Penances of this odd Capuchin : 

For never Hermit, under grave pretence. 

Has liv'd more contrary to common Senfe. 

Expeding Supper is his chief Delight 5 

Like any Labourer, our little Knight 

Toils all the Day, but to be drunk at Night 5 

When o'er his Cups this Night-bird chirping fits. 

Till he takes Huett and Jack Hall for Wits. 

Laft enter R r, of (prightly Wit, 

Yet not for Converfe fafc, or Bufinefs fit. 

Mean in each Adion, lewd in cv'ry Limb, 

Manners themfelves ^Mrcmifchievous in him. 
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A Glofs he gives to ev'ry foul Defiga, 

And we muft own his very Vices Ihine. 

But of this odd 111- Nature to Mankind 

Himfelf alone the ill Effeds will find. 

So envious Hags in vain their Witchcraft try. 

Yet for intended Mifchicf j uftly die. 

For what a Be^sus has he always liv d. 

And his own Kickings notably contrived ? 

For (there's the Folly that's ftill mix'd with Fear) 

Cowards more Blows than any Heroes bear. 

Of fighting Sparks Fame may her Pleafure fay 5 

But 'tis a bolder Thing to run away. 

The World may well forgiv? him all hisrlll. 

For ev'ry Fault does prove his Penance ftill. 

Eafily he falls into fome dangerous Noofc, 

And then as meanly labours to get loofe : 

A Life fo infamous is better quitting. 

Spent in bafe injuring, and low fubmittiug. 

How weak, and yet how vain a Thing is Man, 
Mean what he will, en4eavour what he can ! 
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I, who dcfign'd to be fo wondrous wife. 
Perceive at laft, where the great Folly lies : 
While others Weaknefs is fo gravely fliown. 
Their Fame we ruin, but to raife our own 5 
That we may Angels feem, we paint them Elves, 
And write but Satires, to fct up ourfelves. 
Tho' to myfelf this Task appeared fo nice. 
That ev'n the Ancients feem'd to w^uit Advice 5 
With Strength unequal I have dar'd to climb 
That lofty Height imreachM in former Time. 
No Wonder in the bold Attempt I fall. 
And this, too late, to my Remembrance call ; 
^' Learn to write well, or not to write at all/' 
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ESSAY on POETRY. 




I all thofc Arts in which the 

Wife excel. 
Nature's chief Maftcr-piccc 

is Writing well : 
No Writing lifts exalted Man 

fo high. 



As facred and Soul -moving Poefy : 



^c 
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No kind of Work requires fo nice a Touch, 
And, if wcllfiiiiih'd, nothing (hincs fo much. 
But HeaVn forbid tx^c fhou'd be fo profane. 
To grace the Vulgar with that noble Name. 
Tis not a Flafh of Fancy, which fometimcs, 
Dazling our Minds, fcts off the flightcft Biiimes } 
Bright as a Blaze, but in a Moment done : 
True Wit is cvcrlafting, like the Sun, 
Which, tho' fometimes beliind a Cloud retired. 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
Number and Rhime, and that harmonious Sound, 
Which not the niccft Ear with Harfhncfs wound,. 
Arc neceflary, yet but vulgar Arts 5 
And all in vain thefc fupcrficial Parts 
Contribute to the Strufturc of the Whole, 
Witliout a Genius too 5 for that's the Soul: 
A Spirit which infpircs the Work throughout. 
As that of Nature moves the World about 5 
A Flame that glows amidfl: Conceptions fit j 



Ev'u fomcthing of Divine, and more than Wit ; 



It 
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Itfclf unfeen, yet all things by it fhown, 
Dcfcribing all Men, but dcfcrib'd by none. 
Where doft thou dwell i What Caverns of the Brain 
Can fuch a vaft and mighty Thing contain ? 
When I, at vacant Hours^ in vain thy Abfence mourn, ^ 
Oh ! where doft thou retire i and why doft thou re* 

turn, 
Sometimes with pow'rfiil Charmsrto hurry me away. 
From Pleafures of the Night, and Bus'nefs of the 

Day? 
Ev'nnow, too far traniported, I am fain 
To check thy Courfe, and.ufe the needful Rein. 
AsallisDulnefs, when the Fancy's bad ; 
So, without Judgment, Fancy is but mad ? • 
And Judgment has a boundlefs Influence 
Not only in the Choice of Words, or Scnfe, 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men $ 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen ^ 
Reafoa isthat fubftantial ufefiil Part, 
Which gains the Head, while t'other wiof t&c Heart. 
Vol. I. K \i«c 
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Here I Ihould all the various Sorts of Vcrfe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehcarfej 
But who that Task would after Horace do i 
The beft of Matters, and Examples too ! 
Echoes atl^cft, all we can fay is vain 5 
Dull the Defign, and fruitlc^ were the Pain. 
Tis true, the Ancients we may rob with Eafe j 
But who with that mean Shift himfelf can pleaic^ 
Without an Adors Pride ? A Players Art 
Is above his, who writes a borrowed Part. 
Yet modern Laws are made for later Faults, 
And new Abfurdities infpire new Thoughts} 
What Need has Satire, then to live on Tiieft, 
When fo much frcth Occafion ftill is left i 
Fertile our Soil^ and full of rankeft Weeds, 
And Monftcrs worfc th^ gvcr Nilus breeds. 
But hpldy the fools ihj^l have no Caufe to fear } 
Tis Wit^d Senfc that is the Subj^ here : 
Defcfts of .witty Mep dcfcxvc a CtiMK^ . 
Aad chofe wJio att fQ,. yiUixy'ix th|% endure. 

;i Fifft 
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Firft then, of SONGS, whieh now fo mueb 
abound. 
Without his Song no Fop is to be found 5 
A naoft offcnfiyc Weapon, which he drav^s 
On aU he meets, againft Apollo's Laws. 
Tho' nothing fceites taore eafy, yotiidPart 
Of Poetry requires a nicer Art j 
For as in Rjows of richeft Pearl there lies 
Many a Blemifh thalt efcapes our Eyes, 
The Icaft of wiudi Defeds is plainly Godt^ 
In one faiail King, and birings the Value down : 
So Songs fhould be to juft Pcrfedion wrought ^ ' 
Yet where cin one be ieen without a Fault ? . 
Exad Propnt^y of Words and Thought ; 
Expreflion £a(y, and the Fancy high ; 
Yet that not fecati to creep, nor this toity $ 
No Words ttan(|>os'd, but i& foeh Of dir all. 
As wrought with C|fe, y^ fi{em by XDhance to fall 
Here, as in all Thi|igs.elfe, is mod unfit. 
Bare Ribaldry, jfoat poor Pretence to Wit 5 



> 
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^ Such naufcous Songs by a * late Author made^ 
Call an unwilling Cenfure on his Shade. 
Not that warm Thoughts of the tranfporting Joy 
Can (hock the chaftcft, or the nicfcft cloy ; 
But Words obfcene, too grofs to move Dcfire, 
Like Heaps of Fuel, only choak the Fire. 
On other Themes he well deferves our Praifc 5 
But palls that Appetite he meant to raife. 

Next, ELEGY, of fweet, but folemn Voice, . 
And of a Subjed grave, exads the Choice s 
The Praife of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains 5 
And there too oft defpairing Love complains : 
La vain, alas ! for who by Wit is mov'd i ... :. . 

^ ThatPhenix-Shcdcfer\x&tobcbeioy'd5 
But noify Nonfenfe, and fuch Fops as vex 
Mankind^ take mod with that fantaftick Sex. 
'This to the Pr^c. of th&fc who better knew 5 
ThcMaiyraifcthcVaJucofthcFew, . . 

But 
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But here (as all our Sex too oft have try'd) 

Women have drawn my wandring Thoughts afide. 

Their greatcft Fault, who in this kind have writ. 

Is not Defed in Words, or Want of Wit 5 

But fhould this Mufe harmonious Numbers yield, ^ 

And ev'ry Couplet be with Fancy fill'd i 

If yet a juft Coherence be not made 

Between, each Thought 5 and the whole Model laid 

So right, that ev'ry Linjc may higher rife. 

Like goodly Mountains, till they reach the Skies : 

Such Trifles may, perhaps, of late have paft. 

And may be lik'd awhile, but never laft 5 

Tis Epigram, 'tis Point, 'tis what you will. 

But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill, 

No * "panegyricky not a f Cooper's-Hill. 

A higher Flight, and of a happier Force, 
Are ODES: the Mufcs* mpft unruly Horfc, 
That bounds fo fierce, the Rider has no Reft, 
Here foams at Mouth, and moves like one poflcfs'd* 

♦ Wallcr'i. t DcnhamV. 
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I, who dcfign'd to be fo wondrous wife. 
Perceive at laft, where the great Folly lies : 
- While others Weaknefs is fo gravely (hown. 
Their Fame we ruin, but to raife our own ; 
That we may Angels feem, we paint them Elves> 
And write but Satires, to fet up ourfelves. 
Tho' to myfelf this Task appeared fo nice. 
That ev'n the Ancients fecm'd to want Advice 5 
With Strength unequal I have dar'd to climb 
That lofty Height unreached in former Time. 
No Wonder in the bold Attempt I fall. 
And this, too late, to my Remembrance call ; 
*' Learn to write well, or not to write at all/' 
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But oh ! the 7>iahgues, where Jeft and Mock 
Is held up like a Reft at Shittlc-cock ! 
Orclfc, like Bells, eternally they chime. 
They figh in Simile^ and die in Rhime. 
What Things are thefe who would be Poets thought. 
By Nature not infpir'd, nor Learning taught ? 
Some Wit they have, and therefore may defervc 
A better Courfc than this, by Which they ftarvc : 
But to write Plays ! why, 'tis a bold Pretence 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence : 
Nay more i for they muft look Within, to find 
Thofe Secret Turns of Nature in the Mind : 
Without this Part, in vain would be the Whole, 
And but a Body all, without a Soul. 
All this united yet, but makes a Part 
0{T>ialogue^ that great and powerful Art, 
Now almoft loft, which the old Gr^a^;/^ knew, ^ 
From whom the Romans fainter Copies drew,! 
Scarce comprehended fincc, but by a few. 






Plato 
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Pi^ATo and LuciAN are the beft Remains 
Of all the Wonders whieh this Art contains ; 
Yet to ourfelves we Juftice muft alio v, 
Shakespeare andFLETCHER are the Wonders now i 
Confider Them, and read them o'er arid o'er j 
Qo fee them play'd; then read them as before $ 
For tho' in many Things they groflly fail. 
Over our Paffions ftill they fo prevail. 
That our own Grief by theirs is rock'd afleep j 
The Dull are forc'd to feel, the Wife to weep. 
Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults 5 
Firft, onay/(9?employ thy careful Thoughts 5 
Turn it, with Time, a thoufand fevcral Ways 5 
This oft, alone, has giv'n Succefs to Plays. 
Rejcft that vulgar Error (which appears ^ 

So fair) oin\2isCm%perfe^CharaBers*y 
There's no fuch Thing in Nature, and you'll draw 
A faultlefs Monfter which the World ne'er faw. 
Some Faults muft be, that his Misfortunes drew. 
But fuch as m^ay defer\x Compaffion too. 
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BeHdcs the main Dciign composed with Art, 
Each moving Scene muft be a Plot apart j 
Contrive each little Turn, mark ev'ry Place, 
As Painters firfi chalk out the future Face : 
Yet be not fondly your own Slave for thi$. 
But change hereafter what appears amiis. 

Think not fo much where fhining Thoughts to place. 
As what a Man would fay in fuch a Cafe ; 
Neither in Comedy will this fuificp. 
The T layer too muft be before your Eyes 5 
And, tho' 'tis Drudgery to ftoop fo low. 
To him you muft your fecrct Meaning (how. 

Expofe no finglc Fop, but lay the Load 
More equally, and fpread the Folly broad > 
Mere Coxcombs are too obvious 5 oft we fee 
A Fool derided by as bad as he : 
Hawks fly at nobler Game i in this low Way, 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. 
Small Poets thus will one poor Fop devour. 
But to collciS:, like Bees, from ev'ry Flo w'r. 

Ingredients 
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Ingredients to compofc that predous Juicc> 
Which fcrves the World for Pleafurc and for Ufc, 
In Spite of Faaion this'would Favour get s 
But * Falstapf ftands inimitable yet- 

Another Fault which often may befall. 
Is, when the Wit of fome great Poet fhall 
So overflow, dhiatis, be hone at all s 
That ev'n his Fools fpeak Senfe, as if poflcjft. 
And each by Infpiration breaks his Jeft. 
If once the Jaftheis of each Part be loft. 
Well we may laugh, but at the Poet's Coft. 
That fdly Thmg Men caU Shier^mt avoid, -^ 
With which our Age fo naufcoufly is doy'd ; 
Humour is all $ Wit ihould be only bixwght * 
To turn agreeably ibmc proper Thought. . - i 

But fincc the Poets we of late have known, ^ 
Shine in no Drefs {o much as in dieir qwn. 
The better by Exaniplc to cdnvince, ^ 
Caft but a View 6n this wroiig'Sidc,of Senfe. 



^ An admirable Charafter in a Play QiShMMyt. 
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Firft^ X S0UUqi0t is QsHtAly made. 
Where cv'ry Rcafon 13 cxaftly Wdgh'd j 
Which once pcrform'dy mofi: ot>p<i|tanely comes 
Some Hero frighted it the Noifc of Dmms $^ 
For her fweet Salce> wfaotki at fijffir Sight he lovt j> 
And all in MetOj^hor^M ViSvdti i^tbrttsi 
But fome fad Acddcnty tho' yet unknown. 
Farting thi& Paii:,. to ieavt the.Sw4in ilbde $ 

- He ftrait grows )ealdu5» th<>' we khd,^ ndt why ^ 
Then, to oblige his Rival, needs witi die.: 
But firft he makes a Speech^ ipt^hcrem he tells 
The abfeAt Nymph hoW nlUch his Flame excels j 
And yet bequeaths her gencrdufly now. 
To that krvU Rival wbditibcAoiS not Isndw ! 
Who ftrait a^ears 1 birt wha can Fate withftand i 
Too late,, alas ! to hold his hafty Hand, 
That juft has giVn hin^lf the cruel Stroke ! 

. At which his very Rival's Heart is broke : 
He, more to his xiev Friend ehanMtftifds kind, 
Mpfl fadly mourns at being left behind i 
.'. :. ^ Of 
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Of facti a Death prefers the plcafing Charms 
ToLove> and living ma Lady^s Anm^ 

What fhameful and what mpnftroasihingsare thefe } 
And then they rml at thofe they cannot pleafe ; 
Conclude us offily partial to the Dead» 
And grudge the Sign of old Ben Johkson s Head i 
When the intriniick Value of the Stage 
Can fcarce bejudg'd biit by a following Age : 
For Dances^ Flutes^ jEr^ti^r^;! Songs, and Rhime^ 
lAzy keep up itnfci^g Nonfcnfe for a Time ; 
But that muftiail^ whicii^iiQW fo mud> p'erHirulf^s^ 
And Scnfe no longer will iubmit to FiOols. 

By painful Steps at laft W1& labour^up.. 
^arnaffiis* Hill^ on whpfe briglu/aary Top^ _ 
The EflCK. Po«s lb.di^inely,%>V^ .:.. 
And with ji^ft Prid^ bdbpld the i^tfJ^beSiqyf. 
Heroick Poems haye.aiuft' Pretence 
To t^e d>e utmoft, Stret<h; pf h,uman Sen^ ; 
A Work c^fuch inoftxiiiable Worth, 
There are but two the ^orld iias yet brought fbrthf- 
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Homer and Virgil ! with what fecrcd Awe, 
Do thofe mere Sounds the World's Attention draw i 
Juft as a Changeling fcems below the reft 
Of Men, orirathcrisatwo-legg'dBeaftj 
So thcfe Gigantick Souls axnaz'd we find 
As much above the reft of Human Kind ! 
Nature's whole Strength united ! endlefsFame, 
And univcrfal Shouts, attend their Name ! 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more } 
For all Books elfe appear fo mean, fb poor, 
Vcrfe will feem Profe ^ but ftill perfift to read. 
And Homer .will be all the Bbdks you need. 
Had Bossu never writ, the Wotld had ftill. 
Like IndianSy view'd this wondrous Piece of Skill; 
As fomething of Divine, tlie Work iadmir'd j - 
Not hop'd to be inftrufted, but infpir'd : 
But he, difclofing facred W{yftcries> 
Has (hewn where all the mighty Magick lies j 
Dcfcrib'd the Seeds, and in what Order Town,- - 
That have to fuch a vaft Fropdrtidii grown. 

Sure, 
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Sure, from fomc Angel he the Secret knew. 
Who thro' this Labyrinth has lent the Clue ! 
But what, alas! avails it poor Mankind, 
To fee this promised Land, yet ftay behind ? 
The Way is (hewn, but who has Strength to go ? 
Who can all Sciences profoundly know i 
Whofe Fancy flies beyond weak Reafon's Sight, 
And yet has Judgment to dired it right ? 
Whofe juft Difcernment, ViRGiL-like, isfuch. 
Never to fay too little, or too much? 
Let fuch a Man begin without Delay 5 
But he muft do beyond what I can fay j 
Muft above Tasso s lofty Flights prevail. 
Succeed where Spencer, and ev n Milton fail.. 
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BRUTUS, 

I. 

O'^r^ISfaid, that Favorite, Mankind, 

Was made the Lord of all below j 
But yet the a Doubtful arc ^ concerned to fin4> 
TTis c only one Man tells another fb. 

And, for this great Dominion here. 

Which over other Beafts we claim, 
d Reafon our beft Credential does appear j 

By which, indeed, we domineer j 
But how abfurdly, wc may fee with Shame. 

Reafon^ 
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Rea/on, that folcmn Trifle ! light as Air; 
Driv'n up and down by « Cehfurc or Applairfc ; 

By ^ial Love awiy 'tis blown, 
Or the kaft Prejudice can weigh it down ; 
Thus our high Privilege becomes our f Snare.' 

Ill any iust ioid weighty Caufir, 
How weak, at bcft, is Reujbn ! yet the Grave , 
In^Ie on that iinall Judgment which we have.' 

II. 

In all thofe Wits, whofe Names have fpread To wide,' 
Arid cv'n the Force df Time dcfy'd, 
Some Failings yet may be dtfcty'd. 
Araoi^ the teft, tirith Wonder be it told. 
That BnuTtrs is admir'd for CMsAk's Death j 
By which he yet furvives ifi Faitie's immdftal Breath, 
Mutus, ev'Ahe, ofaIl^<ir^, 
In whom we (hould thdit Deed tim moft deteft. 
Is of Mankind efteem'd the deft. 

La Ka. 
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As Snow dcfcending from fbmc lofty Hili^ 
Is by its rolling Courfe augmenting ftill 5 
So from illuftrious Authors down have JBoH'd: 
Thofe great Encomiums he received of old : 
Republick Orators ftill fhew Eftccm, 
And gild their Eloquence withsPraiie of kirn. 
But Truth unveil'd like a bright Sun appcars^^ 
To fliine away this Heap of fev'nteen hundred Years. 

III. 

In vain 'tis urg'd by an li illuftrious Wft', 
(To whom in all befides I willingly fubmit) 
That Cmskks Life no Pity could defervc 
From one who kiird himfelf, rather than feivc. 
Had Brutus chofe rather himfelf to flay. 

Than any Matter to obey ^ 
Happy for Rome had been that noble Pride ; 
The World had then renwin'd in Peace, and only 
Brutus dy'd. 

For 
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For he, whofc Soul difilains to own 
Subjcftion to a Tyrant's Frown, 
And his own Life would rather end 5 
Would, furc, much rather kill himfelf, than only 
hurt his Friend. 
To his own Sword in the Thilippian Field 

Brutus, indeed, at laft did yield : 
But in thofc Times Self-killing was not rare 5 
And his proceeded only from Defpair : 
He might have chofen i elfe to live. 
In hopes another C^fiSAR would forgive j 
Then, for theGoodof i?^;»^, he could once more 
Confpirc againft a Life which had fpar'd his before. 

Our Country challenges our utmoft Care, 
And in our Thoughts deferves the tenderTt Share j 
Her to a thoufand Friends wc Ihould prefer 
Yet not k betray 'em, tho* it be for her. 

L 5 Vc»^ 



\ 
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Hard is his Hearty whom no Dcfcrt can movc^ 
A Miftrcft or a Friend to love. 

Above what e'er he does bcfides enjoy $ 
But jQfiay he, for their Sakes, his Sire or Sons deftroy ? 
For facred Juftice, or for publick Good, 
Scorn'd be our Wealth, pur Honour, and our Blood : 
In fuch a Caufe, Want is a happy State ^ 
£v n low piigrace would be a glorious Fate $ 
And Death itfelf, when noble Fame furvives. 
More to be valu d than a thoufand Lives. 

But 'tis not, furely, of fo fair Renown, 
Toipill another's Blood, as to expofe our own : 

Of all that's ours we cannot give too much 5 
But what belongs to Friendlhip, oh ! 'tis Sacrilege 
to touch. 



1 Can wejhnd by imnwifd^ and fee 
Our Mother tohBd and ranoijlidi Can we be 



Excus'dy 
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E X cits' dy if m her Caufe we never ftify 
Tlea^dwith the Strength and Beauty oftheRd- 
vifberl 
Thus fings our Bard with almoft Heat divine $ 
'Tis Pity that his Thought was not « as ftrong as fide. 
Wou'd it more juftiy did the CaTe expre&y 
pr that its Beauty and its Grace were k&. 
(Thus a Nym|di fi>{netime$ we fee. 
Who fo charming feeois to be, 
Thit, jealous of a £ok Surprize, 
We fcarce dse^ truft our eager Eyes) 
Suck a fidhcious Aiiib£i(h t<^ escape. 
It were but vain to f^ead a willing Rape i 
A vaUant Son would be provok'd the more $ 
^ ° Force we therefore muft confcfs,. but afted long 
before j 
A o Marriage firtec did intervene. 
With all the folemn and the facrcd Sccne'5 

L 4 toud 
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Loud was the Hymenean Song } 

The violated * Dame walked finilingly alon^. 

And in tiic Midft of the moft facrcd Dance, 

As if enamour'd of his Sight, 

Often (he caft a kind admiring Glance 

On the bold Struglcr for Delight 5 

Who afterwards appeared fo moderate and cool. 

As if for publick Good alone he fo defir'd to rule. 

VI. 

But, oh ! that this were all which we can urge 

Againft a Roman of fo great a Soul 1 

And that ^ fair Truth permitted us to purge 

His Fad, of what appears fo foul ! 

Fricndfliip, that facrcd and fublin^cft Thing ! 

The nobleft Quality, and chiefeft Good, 

(In this ^ dull Age fcarcc underftood) 

Inipires us with unufual Warmth, her injured Rites 

tofing* 

'Aflift, ye Angels! whofe immortal Blifs, 

Tho' more rcfin'd, chiefly coniifts in this ! 

How 

^ Ram: 
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f How plainly your bright Thoughts to one another 

fliinc! 
ph ! how ye all agree in Harmony divine ! 
The Race of mutual Love with equal Zeal ye runs 
A * Courfe, as far from any End, as when at firft 
begun, 
^ Ye faw, and finiFd upon this matchlefe Pdr, 
Who ftill betwixt 'em did fo many Virtues fhare. 
Some which belong to Peace, and fome to Strife, 
Thofe of a calm, and of ai} aftiye Life, 
That all the Excellence of Human-Kirj^d 
Concurred to make of both but one united Mind 5 

Which Friendfliip did fo faft and dofely bind. 
Not the leaft Cement could appear, by which their 
Souls were joined. 
That Tyc which holds our mortal Frame, 
Which poor unknowing we a Soul and Body name. 

Seems npt a Compofition more divine. 
Or more abftrufe, than all that dqes \ti Friendfliip 
Ihine, 
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Vfl. 
From mighty CiESAR, and his boimdlcfs Gracc^ 
Tho' Brutus ^ once at Icaft, his Life recciv d j 
Such » ObUgarions, tho' fo high bclicv'd. 

Are yet but (light in fuch a Cafe, 
Where Fricndfhip fo poffcflcs ail the Place, 
There is BO Room for Gratitude i fincehe^ 
Who fo obliges, is more pleas'd tlian his liv'd Friend 
can be. 
Jufi in the midft of all tiiis noble Heat, 
While then: great Hearts did both fo kindly beat. 
That it amaz^'d the Lookers on. 
And forc'd them to lufpeft a * Father and a Son; 
(Tho' here ev'n Nature's Self ftill feem'd to be oitt^ 
done) 
From fuch a Friendfliip unprovok'd to fall. 
Is horrid 5 yet I wifh that Faft were y all, 
Wliich does with too much Caufe ungrateftd Bru- 
tus call. 

* Cdfur was fiifpeded to have begotten Brtittu. 
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VHL 
In cooleft Blood kc laid a long Dcfign 
Againft his4>cft and dcarcft Friend ; 
Did cv n his Foes in Zeal exceed. 
To fpirit others up to work fo black a Deed ^ 
Hiinfelf the * Centre where they all did join. 
Cj^AK, meantime^ fearlefs^ and fond of him, 

W^ as induftrious all the while, 
Tp give fiich ^ ample Marks of fond Efteem, 
As made the graveft Romans fmile, 
Tp fee with how much Eafe Love can the Wife 
beguile. •* 

He, whom thus Brutus doom'd to bleed. 
Did, fetting his own Race aflde. 
Nothing lefs for him provide. 
Than in the World's great Empire to fuccecd : 
Which we are bound in Juftice to allow. 
Is all-fufficient Proof to fhow. 
That Brutus did not ftrike for his own Sake : 
And if, alas! hefaU'd, 'twa§ only by Mlftakc. 
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a "^ B ''HE doubtful.'] In which Number arc corri- 
JL prchcndcd all the Sceptics of both Sorts, viz. 
they who without much Confideration are apt to 
flight the Holy Bible, and all Religion depending on 
it, becaufe they have neither the Patience, nor the 
Parts, to examine any thing throughly 5 and others, 
more modcft, who would on fevcral Accounts ac- 
cept thofe Doctrines which are taught us, if their 
Judgment, informed by a well-meaning and indu- 
ftrious Inquiry (which is all that God has given us 
for our Guide) did not perceive, in fome of them 
at leaft, a manifcft Abfurdity 5 apprehending aifo a 
kind of Impiety in believing things inconfiftent not 
only with common Senfe, but with that reverend 
Notion we ought to have of the Deity. They con- 
ceive it to be one of thofe Abfujrdities, that a poor 
Animal, called a Man, fhould be invefted by God 
with a Right of defpotick Dominion over all the 
reft of the Creation, when all the while we are but 
too plainly fenfible pf being unable to comprehend 
. rightly the minutcft Part of it. Should we not (fay 
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they) undervalue and laugh at one of ourfelves, foft 
giving a large Patrimony to a Booby Son, without - 
inftrufting or breeding him up to underftand or ent- 
joy it ? But when no other Anfwer is to be well 
made, the Reply to all is. That, as odd as this ap- 
pears, yet God has done k, and therefore we ought 
to believe it well done, and highly prudent j which 
moft certainly is a true Confequencc, if the Prc- 
miib were right $ but that wiU be examined impar- 
tially in the following Notes. 

\^ Concern* d.'} A Word of a double Signification j - 
both of being interefted in a Bufinefs, and of being 
troubled at any ill Succefs of it. The Word in this 
Place implies both 5 firft, becaufe the Doubtful are 
a Part of Mankind, who claim this Dominion, and 
fo are reafonably inquifitive about it 5 and fecondly> 
becaufe they have Occafion to be troubled upon find- 
ing their Title to it fo very weak, after fo much 
[Wealth and Blood (pent in the Controvcrfy. Tis 
well too, if we are not one Day called to account, 
and made to pay dear Cofts for fo contentious a 
jQua^rcl. 

<^ Only oneMan.l Here now comes properly the 
Examination of what Grounds they go on, who pre. 
tend that God has done us this great Honour, and 
that therefore we ought to believe it well and wife- 
ly done, whatever Incongruities may appear in it j 
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which is a Confequcncc that muft certainly be agreed 
to, if the firft Part can be as well tnade out : But, 
alas! (fay out Sceptics) when we come to that, in- 
ftead of a Proof, there is nothing produced but one 
poor Text in Genefis^ whether written by Mofes or 
ibme other Man (for that is how difputed among 
Divines themfelves) is of no IiUportance, iince ii 
Man ftiil, one of our own imperfeft, unknowing 
Kind ; and, if he is to be credited on his ftngle 
Word againft all our Scnfe and Reafon, in a Thing 
alfo that feems to derogate fo much from the infinite 
Wifdom of divine Providence, fiire there is Need 
firft of pr6ving him infallible ; whereas all the Prisof 
of that is only derived by Tradition from other Meft 
ftill, who therefore canhot certify for one another. 
Tis faid alfo by thefe Sceptics, that 'tis wordi our 
obferving, how the Author of this Text of Manls 
Dominion over all other Creatures, has written ano^ 
ther very extraordinary one $ visi. that God wdked 
in the Garden di Eden in the Cool of the Evenings 
which, if excused on the Account of being OAly fl 
figurative Expreffion, y6t much invalidates a Narfa^ 
tion of fuch a vaft Importance, that Tropes and Fi-* 
gurcs fccm a little improper in it. Divines are un- 
willing to fave its Credit by the Difficulty of our 
underftanding the Hebrew Tongue (tho* no ill Ex* 
cufc, fince it is allowed to be fometimis unintelli- 
gible) for Fear of tlicir Adverfaries making the fame 
Objcftion to other Texts as extrlaoidinary, and |>er- 

haps 
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haps to all the Old Teftamcnt. Upon the whole 
Matter, and to end fo tedious a Note, 'tis probable 
the wife Author of Genejts, for Reafons that might 
be given, and many more which we now cannot 
guefs at, had found it fit and neceflary to infufe this 
Opinion of Man's Superiority into the jfews. And 
who knows but it was as needful to encourage them 
againft the Beafts of a Wilderneft in which they 
wandered fo long, as againft the Kings of Canaan j^ 
whom Moses, like^ wife Leader, afiured them be- 
fore-hand the Lord would deliver into their Hands i 

i Reafon.l Left their aforefaid Argument in De- 
fence of this Opinion may not appear convincing. 
Divines have added that of Reafon, and fet it up to 
be not only an Inftance, but an Evidence of our 
Title over all Things $ as being a particular Talent 
and Bleffing beftowed on Mankind alone. But the 
Sceptics evade this again, firft, by denying that 'tis 
aTalcnt peculiar to Man, fince other A^inials appear 
manifeftly endued with it, at leaft to tome Degree ; 
and, if that Degree be found inferior, yet the Dif- 
ference feems as great fometimes between one Man 
and another, and (perhaps they may fay merrily) 
even between themfelves and their Adverfaries. Se- 
condly, they find this Reafon to be fuch a narrow, 
mifleading, uncertain Faculty, that, in their Opi^ 
nion, 'tis much unworthy of being the great Creden- 
tial from the moft high God, for domineering over 

all 
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all our FclIow-Crcatures, who indeed fecm neither 
to owe us, nor pay us Obedience. And if the boldeft 
Maintainor of this Opinion would be perfuadcd to 
take a Walk into a Wildernefs of wildBeafts, fhcw- 
ing his Credential among them 5 'tis probable they 
would all pay as great Submiifion to it, as fuch a ra- 
tional Adion deferved. 

« Cenfure^ or Applaufe.'\ Either of thefe, if any 
thing general, is enough to carry away the Opinion 
of moft People, who judge more by the Ear than 
the Eye 5 of which there are ridiculous Inftances 
enough. I have feen a Man who was popular, not 
only excufcd but applauded, on account of the very 
lame Adion for which another lay juftly under a 
publick Odium. 

f Snare. "X If we did not truft fo much to this no- 
ble Faculty of Reafon, but chiefly to our Senfcs, as 
other Creatures do 5 we fliould be no more deceiv'd 
than they are, who feldom play the Fool and hurt 
themfelves by their profound Confiderations, as 
many a wife Man does. Was any Beaft ever feen 
tto leap chearfully into a Fire, like the Widows and 
Slaves in India i Which tho' Wives in thefe Parts 

■^ are not extremely apt to imitate 5 yet, even among 
us, how many People, of all Religions, have fuf- 
fered and fought out Death on fcveral Accounts, 
that are not much lefs unreafonable.^ 

^rai^es. 

S 
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8 Vraifes.1 I believe no Man had ever a greater 
kcputatian than Brutus, not only for Learning, 
Parts, and Eloquence, but for a Quality above all 
that, moral Honefty : Whofe Glory therefore I would 
by no means endeavour to lefren> except in this 
iingle Adion; nor in that neither, as to his Defign 
Ml doing it 5 for I have i real Veneration for him, 
but yet more for Truth. I fancy the general Parti- 
ality for Brutus, as to his killing C^csar, has pro- 
ceeded from two Caufes j firft, the common Cu- 
ftom of the World to cry up whatever they are like 
to be the better for; and fo on the contrary : as 
for Example^ Prodigality, a Vice equal to Avarice, 
tho' not ib ibrdid, is commonly rather commended 
than blamed, and called Generofity, which is ^ 
Virtue. Thus in Commonwealths (which, by the 
way, have bred always the beft Writers) nothing 
could be more beneficial than killing any great 
afpiring Perfon 5 and therefore thofe refined Wits 
put the beft Glofs upon: fuch Inhumanities^ The 
other Caufe of their Partiality is the almoft unpiral- 
leiled Merit of the Man, whofe very doing a thing 
was enough to make every body think it juft. But 
nothing is fo dangerous as to be led into this fort 
of Miftake for Want of confidcring, that as the 
worlt Men do well fbmetimes, the very beft arc 
not infallible. 

Vol. 1. M^ Chop 
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i Chofe to live.'} This is the hardeft Thing I have 
feid of Brutus in this whole Ode 5 which the 
Thought of CifiSAR's Clemency, and his Ingratitude, 
has wrong from me : For, rho' a Benefador may 
tarry himfelf afterwards fo unjufUy as to forfeit all 
Title to our Friendfliip, and perhaps to our Service 
alio J yet to return him Evil for Good, is in my 
Opinion horrible, and the very Reverfe of Christ's 
excellent Sermon of Morality. And fince he kill'd 
CifiSAR after receiving a Pardon of his Life from 
him, I do Brutus no Wrong in fuppofing him 
again capable of the fame Fault againft another 
Ci£SAR, whom he neither knew, nor loved fo 
well 5 fince the publick Good and Liberty of Rome 
were as much concern'd in deftroying one as the 
other. 

k Betray.'] In this Inftance of betraying a Friend, 
and in the following one, of deftroying one's Father, 
or Children 5 my Meaning only is, that whatever 
ObligatioB. or Concern we happen to be under, it 
may be a good Reafon for facrificing our Intercft to 
it, but not our Honefty, by doing any ill-natur'd or 
unmoral Aftion. 

. XCanwe.l In repeating thefe four Verfes of Mr. 
Cowley, I have done an unufual Thing} for, not- 
with^nding that he is my Adverfary in the Argu- 
Vivatp and a very famous one too, I could not en- 
dure 
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4lurc to let fo fine a Thought remain as ill exprefs'd 
in this Ode as it is in his 5 which any body may 
find by comparing them together. But I would 
not be underftood as if I pretended to corred Mr. 
Cawkyy tho' Expreffion was not his beft Talent: 
For, as I have mended thefe few Verfcs of his, I 
doubt not but he could have done as much for a 
great many of mine. 

» As firong as fine.l I, who oppofe his Argu- 
ment, muft be allow'd to fay 'tis not a good one 5 
tho' at the fame time I acknowledge it to be fo fine 
a Fallacy, and to have fomething in it fo very fub- 
lime, that it impofes on our Reafon, as much as 
CifisAR did on Rome^ and may be a little excufeid 
by that Ufurper's Apophthegm, Si vioUndum efi 
juSy regnandi caufa eji. 

^ A Rape.'] Nobody argues well, who does not 
argue fairly i and therefore I freely admit there was 
a Rape in the Cafe at firft, which is not to be de- 
fended. Accordingly, if Brutus had killed Ci£SAR 
at the famous Battle of y^^r/i?:///^, he might have 
. prevented this Rape, and his own Crime befldes in 
revenging it fo long afterwards. But, inftead of 
confpiring againft his life at that Time, he only 
begg'd his own. 

Ml AMtr^^ 
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^ A Marriage Jince.'\ C^$ar wds inexcufablc for 
doing Violence to his Country 5 yet Rome at laft 
finding him fo mild a GoVetnor, and fo excellent a 
Perfon in all refpefts, fubmittcd chearfully to him; 
all her greateft Men, of whom BrutDs himfclf 
was one, icquiefcing entirely under his Diftator- 
fliip: which has made me carry on yit.Clrwle/s 
Metaphor a little farther than he did, and give his 
violated Matron in Marriage 5 fuppofing Rofne a 
wealthy Bride, who, out of Kindnefs and Pradcncc 
together, is willing enough to make the beft of it, 
and to e^oufe an agreeable Ravifher. 

^ Fair Truth.'] He was a wife Man who laid Wo- 
men were ftronger than either the King or Wine i 
but his Wifdom appeared moft in preferring Truth 
to them all. She has a Beauty outfhining all the 
Art and Eloquence in the World 5 and I Ihould not 
wonder to fee a very Deift willing to die a Martyr 
for her, tho' he believed no Refurreftion, and ex- 
pe£l:ed no Reward. There was one of that Principle 
lately among the Turks i a Man of Parts, and in 
nothing fantaftical, who, rather than renounce fome 
Dodrincs he maintained againft a future Life, and 
thefoolilh Superftition of adoring Mahomet, chofc 
rather to die as calmly and as confidcratcly as So- 
crates himfelf. 



In 
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^ In this bafe Age.'\ Tis almoft incredible what 
the Ancients have written, and really performed of 
Friendflup. And therefore we fee the famous old 
Tragedies are often turned all upon that 5 whereas 
ours are only filled with Love 5 which, tho' as ten- 
der a Concern as the other, yet (a Woman being 
one of the Parties) is uncapable of many fublime 
Thoughts that arife among the Men, a Sex fo much 
more knowing and adive in the World. And even 
for Softnefs itfelf, it will be hard to fhcw a Scene 
more moving than that between Amyntor and 
Melantius in the Maid's Tragedy s which I (hould 
be forry to fee without great Emotion, fince *tis a 
fhrewd Sign of being both dull and ill-natur*d. No- 
body has equalled the Ancients on this Subjcd, ex- 
cept MoNTAGNE, who on all Subjcds has hardly 
been equalled by the Moderns. The worft of it is, 
this Friendfhip is a Virtue which does not depend 
upon one's felf alone to have 5 for in fuch a felfifh 
Age, one Man, tho' never fo capable of it, may 
look about a great while before he finds out ano- 
ther; and this Contrad will never hold, without 
an exaft Counterpart. s 

' jH/il/fy ye Angels. 1 All Religions agree in be- 
lieving that fupcrior Beings affift us on fome im- 
portant Occasions 5 but above all Poetry, and efpc- 
cially this kind of it, has an eftablifhed Right to de- 
pend on Infpiration. To fpeak Truth, all Poets 

M 3 V^^ 
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have endeavoured to hide their Vanity under this 

Veil of pretended Modefty 5 nothing feeming more 

humble than to diftruft themfelves, and implore At 

fiftance, while at the fame time they prefum'd that 

fomething like divine In^iration might Ihine out 

in their Poems. On which Occafion (thefc Notes 

being already a rambling Sort of Rhapfody) I will 

venture to fay a little on a Subjeft, of which others, 

for aught 1 can find, have not faid much : I mean^ 

of that which Poets call a Mufe, by whom they 

pretend to be infpir'd, and is by all undcrftood to 

be a Genius for Poetry $ to which Genius a Poet 

may be allowed in fome meafure to pretend, becaufe 

whoever wants it, tho' with never fo good Words 

zxid fmooth Cadence, is yet little better than a 

Player at Crambo. My imperfeft Notion of a Gc-4 

nius is this, which I fubmit to better Judgments 5 I 

think it a happy Temper of the Brdn, fo equally 

mix*d of Fancy and Judgment, that as great Heat of 

Imagination is apt to fpring all fort of Game, fo 

the underftanding Faculty is ftill near at hand, to 

fcleft the good, and to rejcd the rcft^ 

^ How plainly.'] This is according to the univer- 
fal Opinion of Angels, that they need no Organs of 
Speech among themfelves 5 and their Thoughts arc 
communicated to one atiother by what the School- 
men car Intuition, Which, however true or falfc, 
is enough for a Poet's applying it to this Subjc*" 
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Friendftlip, which fecms, even among us Mortis, 
to have fomething of divine in it. 

^ARace as far ^ &cj According to the Chriftian 
Faith, the Angels had a Beginning, tho' they can 
have no End ; and we have as good an Opinion of 
our own Souls alfo, 

» Toufaw andfmil'd.'] Since Angels are fuppos'd 
to be particularly concerned for Mankind (tho' I con- 
itis, I think we are very unworthy of that Honour) 
they muft needs be pleased with feeing in us any fort 
of Virtue, ei^^ecially j:his fort of Friendfhip, fomuch 
pradis*d by themfelves. 

w Life received.'] Befides that Brutus received 
his Life once from Caesar on the Account of the 
Civil War, he was very much fufpeded to be liis 
Son 5 and the more, becaufe of his great Fondnefs 
of him. Tis certain the Time of CifiSAR's Intrigue 
with Servilia is very confiftent with it. But his 
forgiving him at Tharfalia was not fo much as the 
Icaft Proof of it ; for the Mother's paft Favours had 
been alone fufficient to procure a Pardon for her 
Son, efpecially with fo merciful a Nature as Ci£- 
$ar's. 



'it. 
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pcft they will rather fancy to have the Plcafiire of 
receiving good Turns, let who will take the other 
of 4oin2; them. But I appeal to many, if they have 
not found the doing a Kindnefs a much greater Sa- 
tisfadion than receiving one. Yet I admit the latter 
Part to be very agreeable alfo, when *tis from wor- 
thy Pcrfons 5 being a new Inftancc of their Efteem 
and Favour, 

y y^//.] Becaufe a Fad committed in Paflion, or 
by Inadvertence, is nothing in Comparifon with 
one done on Deliberation, and by a long-laid Dc- 
flgn : Which fo far excus'd Alexander's killing of 
Clyt us, that it has Icflcncd his great Fame of 
being generous and good-natured. 

» The Centre.'] This was fo great a Defign, that 
none but fuch an extraordinary Perfon as Brutus 
could have brought it about by his Influence over 
all the Confpirators 5 who being the chief Patriots 
among the noblcft People that ever the Sun fhined 
on, I cannot but think Brutus appears higher at 
the Head of fuch an illuftrious Party, than Ccsar. 
iiimfelf commanding the whole Roman Empire, 

a Ample Marks. 1 Ccsar had in a publick man- 
ner given Brutus the Preference to Cassjus^ and 
to all Rome; befides, by making him chief Trator 

a few Days before he killed him, 

Em* 
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b Empire.'} It was generally believed in Rome^ 
that CifiSAR thought Brutus the fitteft Man to fuc- 
cecd him 5 which therefore cxcufes Brutus fo fer, 
as it is a Proof of his preferring the Good of the 
Commonwealth, i^pf only to his beft Friend, but 
to the highcfl Te^iptation of Intereft and Ambition 
that could polfibly be laid in any Man's way. 
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The RAPTURE. 

I Yield, I yield, and can no longer ftay 
My eager Thoughts, that force themfelves away. 
Sure, none infpir'd (whofe Heat tranfports 'em ftill 
Above their Reafon, and beyond their Will) 
Can firm againft the ftrong Impulfe remain : 
Cenfure itfelf were not fo Iharp a Pain. 
Let vulgar Minds fubmit to vulgar Sway 5 
What Ignorance Ihall think, or Malice fay. 
To me are Trifles; if the knowing Few, 
Who can fee Faults, but can fee Beauties too. 
Applaud that Genius which themfelves partake. 
And fpare the Poet for the Mufe's fake. 

The Mufe, who raifes me from humble Ground, 
To view the vaft and various World around : 
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How faft I mount ! In what a wond'rous Way 

I grow tranfportcd to this large Survey ! 

I value Earth no more, andfarbcloW 

Methinks I fee the bufy Pigmies go. 

My Soul entranced is in a Rapture brought 

Above the common Tracks of vulgar Thought : 

With Fancy wing'd, I feel the purer Air, 

And with Contempt look down on human Care. 

Airy Ambition, ever foaring high. 
Stands firft exposed to my cenforious Eye. 
Behold fomc toiling up a flipp'ry Hill, 
Where, tho' arriv'd, they muft be toilitig ftill : 
Some, with unfteady Feet, juft fairn to Ground 5 
Othets at Top, whofe Heads are turning round. 
To this high Sphere it happens ftill that fome. 
The moft unfit, are for wardeft to come 5 . ^ 

Yet among thefe are Princes fore d to chufe. 
Or feek out fuch as would perhaps rcfufe. 
Favour too great is fafely plac'd on none ; 
And foon becomes a Dragon or a Drone 5 
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Either rcmifi and negligent of all. 
Or clfc imperious and tyrannical. 

The Mufc infpircs mc now to look again. 
And fee a meaner Sort of fordid Men 
Doating on little Heaps of yellow Duft ; 
For that dcfpifing Honour, Eafe, and Luft. 
Let other Bards, expreffing how it fhines, 
Defcribe with Envy what the Mifer finds 5 
Only as Heaps of Dirt it feems to me. 
Where we fuch dcipicablc Vermin fee 5 

Who creep thro' Filth a thouiand crooked Ways^ 

Infenfible of Infamy or Praife : 

Loaded with Guilt, they ftill purfue their Courfe; 

Not ev'n reftrain'd by Love, or Friendlhip's Force. 
Not to enlarge on fuch an obvious Thought ; 

Behold their Folly, which tranfcends their Fault ! 

Alas ! their Cares and Cautions only tend 

To gain the Means, and then to lofe the End. 

Like Heroes in Romances, ftill in Fight 

For MiftrcITes that yield them no Delight. 

This, 



MISCELLANIES 17J 

This, of all Vice, ddcs mpft dcbafc the Mind> 

Gold is itfdf th' Allay to Human-lcind* 

Oh> happy Times ! when no fuch Thing as Coin 

E'er tempted Friends to part, or Foes to join ! 

Cattk or Corn, ^imong thofe harmleis Men, 

Was all their Wealthy the Gold and Silver then : 

Corn was too bulky to corrupt a Tribe> 

And beirwing Herds would have bctray'd the Bribe. 

Ev'n Traffick now is Intercourfe of 111, 
And ev'ry Wind brings a new Mifchief ftili^ 
By Trade we flourifh in our Leaves and Fruit, ) 
But Av'rice and Excels devour the Root^ . I 

Thus far the Mufc unwillingly has been 
Fix'd on the dull, lefs happy Sorts of Sin 5 
But, now more pleas'd, (he views the diflPrent ways 
Of Luxury, and all its Charms furveys. 
Dear Luxury! thou foft, but fure Deceit ! 
Rife of the Mean, and Ruin of the Great ! .' ,^ 

Thou fure Prclage of ill-approaching Fates ! 
The Bane of Empires, and the Change of States ! 
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Armies in vain rdift thy miighty Pow'r J. 
Not the wprft Condud would confound them more. 
Thus Rome hcxfc]£j while o'er the World (he fjcw; 
And did by Virtue all that World fubdue. 
Was hy her own vidorious Arms pppreft'd. 
And catch'd Infedion from the conquer'd Eaji; 
Whence all thofe Vices came, which foon devour 
The befl: Foundations of Renown and Pow'r. 

But oh ! what need have we abroad to roam. 
Who feel too much the fad EfFeds at home. 
Of wiidExcefs? which we fo plainly find. 
Decays the Body, and impairs the Mind. 
But yet grave Fops muft not prefume from hence 
To flight the facred Pleasures of the Senfe : 
Our Appetites are Nature's Laws, and giv n 
Under the broad aiitheniick Seal of Heavn. 
Let Pedants wrangle, and let Bigots fight. 
To put Reftraint on innocent Delight 5 
But Heav'n and Nature's always in the right j 
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They would not draw poor wretched Mortals in. 
Or give Defires that (hall be doom'd for Sin. 
Yet, that in Height of harmlcfs Joys we may 
Laft to old Age, and never lofe a Day 5 
Amidft our Pleafiires we ourfelves fliould ^are, 
Andmanage all with Temperance and Care. 
The Gods forbid but we fometimes may fteep 
Our Joys in Wine, and lull our Cares afleep. 
It raifes Nature, . ripens Seeds of Worth, 
As mpift'ning Pidures calls the Colours forth ; 
But if the Varnifti we too oft apply, 
Alas! like Colours, we grow faint and die. 
Hold, hold, impetuous Mufe : I would reftrain 
Her over-eager Heat, but all in vain 5 
Abandoned to Delights, {he longs to rove 5 
1 check her here, and now ftie flies to Love 5 
Shews jne fome rural Nymph by Shepherd chased. 
Soon overtaken, and as foon embraced : 
The Grafi by her, as fhe by him is prcis'd ; 
For Ihame, my Mufe, let Fancy guefs the reft : 
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At (Uch a Point Fancy can never ftay^ • / 

But flics beyond whatever you can fay. 
Behold the filent Shades, the am'rclus Grovc;^ 
The dei: Delights, the very Ad of LOvC. 
This is his loweft Sphere, his Country Scene, 
Where Love is humble, and his Fare but mean 5 
Yet fpringing up without the Help of Art, 
Leaves a fincerer Relifh in the Heart, 
More healthfully, tho' not fo finely fed. 
And better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
But 'tis in Courts^ where mofl: he makes a Show, 
And high enthroned, governs the World below j 
For tho' in Hiftoties Icarn'd Ignorance 
Attributes all to Cunning, or to Chance j 
Love will in thofe Difguifes often finile. 
And knows, the Caufe was Kindnefs all the while. 
What Story, Place, or Petfon cannot prove 
The boundlcfs Influence of mighty Love i 
Whcre-e'er the Sun can vigorous Heat infpire, 
Both Sexes glow, and languifh with Defire* 

2 The 
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The weary 'd Swain faft in the Arms of Sleep 
Love can awake, and often fighing keep; 
And bufy Gown-men, by fond Love difguis'd. 
Will Leifure find to makp themfelves defpis'd. 
The proudcft Kings fubmit to Beauty's Sway j 
Beauty itfelf, a greater Prince than they. 
Lies fometimes languifliing with ail its Pride 
By a belov'd, tho' fickle Lover's Side. 
I mean to flight the foft enchanting Charm, 
But, oh ! my Head and Heart are both too warm. 
I doat on Womankind with all their Faults; 
Love turns my Satire into fofteft Thoughts j 
Of all that Paflion which our Peace deftroys, 
Inftead of Mifchiefs, I defcribe the Joys. 
But (hort will be his Reign 5 (I fear too fliort) 
And prefent Cares (hall be my future Sport. 
Then Love's bright Torch put out, his Arrows broke, - 
Looic from kind Chains, and from th' engagingYoke, 
To all f<»d Thoughts I'll fing fuch Counter-Charms, 
The Fair fliall liftcn in their Lovers Arms. 

Vol. L N ^^^ 
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Now the Enthufiaftick Fit is fpcnt, 
I feel my Weakncis, and too late rcpenfv 
As they who walk in Dreams, oft climb too high 
Tor Senfc to follow with a waking Eye 5 
And i^ fuch wild Attempts arc blindly bold. 
Which afterwards they tremble to behold : 
So I review tlicfe Sallies of my Pen, 
And modeft Reafon is returned agen 5 
My Confidence I curfe, my Fate accufe. 
Scarce hold from ccnfuring the facred Muic, 

No wretched Poet of the railing Pit, 
No Critick curs'd with the wrong Side of Wit, 
Is more fevere from Ignorance and Spite, 
Than I with Judgment againft all I write. 



On 
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On Tlfr. H O B B S, and his 

Writings. 

Q* UCH is the Mode of thefe cenforious Days, 
^^^ The Art is loft of knowing how to praife s 
Poets are envious now, and Fools alone 
Admire at Wit, bccaufe themfelves have none • 
Yet whatfoe'er is by vain Criticks thought, 
Praifing is harder mach than finding Faults 
In homely Pieces ev n the T)utch excci^ 
Italians only can draw Beauty well. 

As Strings, alike wound up, fo equal prove^ 
That one refounding makes the other move i 
From fuch a Caufe our Satires pleaic fb much. 
We fympathize with each ill-natufd Touch \ 

N 2 Kxn\ 



i8q miscellanies. 

And as the fliarp Infcdion fprcads about. 
The Reader's Malice helps the Writer out. 
To blame, is cafy $ to commend, is bold 5 
Yet, if the Mufc infpircs it, who can hold i 
To Merit we are bound to give Applaufc, 
Content to fufFcr in fo juft a Caufe. 

While in dark Ignorance we lay afraid 
Of Fancies, Ghofts, and ev'ry empty Shade 5 
Great Hobbs appeared, and by plain Reafon's Light 
Put fuch fantaftick Forms to fhameful Flight. 
Fond is their Fear, who think Men needs muft be 
To Vice enflav'd, if from vain Terrors free 5 
The Wife and Good, Morality will guide. 
And Superftition all the World befide. 

In other Authors, tho' the Thought be good, 
Tis not fometimcs fo eas'iy underftood 5 
That Jewel oft unpolilh'd has remained j 
5ome Words fliould be left out, and fome cxplain'd i 
So tiiat in Search of Senfc, we either ftray. 
Or elfe grow weary irt fo rough a Way. 

But 
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But here fwect Eloquence docs always finile. 

In luch a choice, yet unafFcded Style, 

As muft botli Knowltdge and Delight impart. 

The Force of Reafon, with the Flow'rs of Art i 

Clear as 1i beautiful traniparent Skin, 

Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in : 

Like a delicious Stream it ever ran. 

As fmooth as Woman, but as ftrong as Man. 

Bacon himfelf, whofc univerfal Wit 
Docs Admiration tlirough the World beget. 
Scarce more his Age's Ornament is thouglit. 
Or greater Credit to his Country brought. 

While Fame is young, loo weak to fly away, 
Malice purfucs her, like fome Bird of Prey ; 
But once on Wing, then all the Quarrels cealc 5 
Envy herfelf is glad to be at Peace, 
Gives over, weary 'd with fo high a Flight, 
Above her Reach, and fcarce within her Sight. 
HoBBs to this happy Pitch arriv'd at laft. 
Might havclook'd down with Pride on Dangers pafl: : 

N 5 ^^^ 



i$z MISCELLANIES. 

But fuch the Frailty is of Human Kind, 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find i 
Long rip'ning under-ground this ChifUi lies > 
Fame bears no Fruit, till the vain Planter dies. 
Thus Nature, tir'd with his unufual Length 
Of Life, which put her to her utmoft Strength^ 
Such Stock of Wit unable to fupply. 
To fpare herfclf, was glad to let him die. 



' y J 
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) 

Written over a Gate. 

TT ERE lives a Man, \5rho, by Relation, 

Depends upon Prcdeftination 5 
For which the Learned and the Wife 
His Undcrftanding much defpife : 
JBut I pronounce with loyal Tongue 
Him in the right, them in the wrong, 
For how could fuch a Wretch fucceed ? 
But that, alas, it \rzs decreed ! 



N 4 ne 
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ne MIRACLE, 1707, 



M 



E RIT they hate, and Wit they flight: 
They neither ad, nor reafon right. 



And nothing mind but Pence. 
Unskilful they Viftorious are, 
Condud a Kingdom without Care, 

A Council without Senfc. 

So Moses once, and Joshua, 
And that Virago Debora, 

Beftrid poor Israel : 
Like Rev'rence pay to thefe ! for who 
Could ride a Nation as they do. 

Without a Miracle? 



ODE 
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ODE ou the Death of Henry 
Purcell. Set to MuficL 



G 



OOD Angels fhatch'd him eagerly on high; 
•* Joyful they flew, finging and foaring thro' the 
Sky, 
Teaching his new-fledg'd Soul to fly 5 
While we, alas ! lamenting lie. 
He went mufing all along, 
Compofing new their heav nly Song. 
A while his skilful Notes loud Hallelujahs drown'd ; 
But foon they ceas'd their own, to catch his pleafing 
Sound. 
David himfelf improved the Harmony, 
David in facred Story fo renowned 
No lefs for Mufick, than for Poetry ! 



l8tf MISCELLANIES. 

Gcxiiiis fublimc in cither Art ! 
Ciown'd wirii Applaufc furpaffing aU Dpfcrt ! 

A Man juft after God's own Heart ! 
If Iiuman Cares arc lawful to phc Bleft^ 
Alnad^ rcttld4 in eternal Heft $ 
Needs muft he wifh that Purcell only might 
Jiavc liv'd to fet what he VQUchfaf 'd to \>rritc s 
lot, fure, (hcnoblcThirftofFam^ 
With the frail Body never dies $ 
But with the Soul afcends the Skie^ 

From whence at fipft it came. 
'Jis fure no little Proof we have 
That Part of us furvivcs the Gravf , 
And in our Fame below ftill bears a Share : 
Why is the Future clfe Co much our Care, 
Ev'nin our lateft Moment of Defpair > 
jfind Death defpis'd for Fame by all the Wife and 
Brave f 
Oh, all ye blcft harmonious Choir! 
WlioPow'rAlmighty only Ipvcjandonly that admire! 

Look 
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Look down with Pity from yoiip peaceful Bow^f , 
On this fad Iflc perplex'd^ 
And ever, ever vex'd 
With anxious Care of Trifles, Wealth, and Ppw'r,' 
In oiir rough Mincb due iKcrerencc infafe 
For fweetmeladkHu; Sounds^ and cachhannonious 
Mufc. 
Mufick exalts Mao> Nature, andinipirejf 
High eleyat^d Thpug^ts, or gcntlf:, kiadDe^es, 



o^ 
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OntheLofsofanonlySon, Robert 
Marquis of Normanby. 

^^UR Morning's gay and fhiningj 
^^ The Days our Joys declare 5 
At Ev'ning no Repining 5 
And Night's all void of Care. 

A fond transported Mother 
. Was often heard to cry. 
Oh, where is fuch another 
Soblefs'dbyHeav'nasl? 

A Child at firft was wanting j 

Now fuch a Son is fent. 
As Parents moft lamenting 

In him would find Content. 
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A Child, of whom kind Heaven 

Not only Hope beftows^ 
But has already given 

Him all our Hopes propofe. 

The happy Sire's pofleffing 

His Share in fuch a Boy, 
Addsftilla greater Blefling 

To all my other Joy. 

But ah ! this (hiny Weather 

Became too hot to laft $ 
Black Clouds began to gather, 

And all the Sky o'ercaft. 

So fierce a Fever rages. 

We all lie drown'd in Tears j. 
And difmal fad Prefages 

Come thundering in our Ears. 

The 
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The Doubts that nude os kbagiiHh> 
Didworie, far woiffe than kill } 

Yet, oh, with all theit Anguifliy 
Would we had doubted ftill ! 

Sut why {o much Digreflioiv 

This fatal Lofs to (how t 
AlaSy there's no Expreffion 

Can tell a Parent's Woe ! 



On 
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On Mr. POP E, and bis 

Toems. 

\ T TrrH Age decay'd, with Courts aiid Bus'ncfs 
^^ tir'd. 

Caring for nothing but what Eafe required. 
Too ferious now a wanton Mufe to courts 
And from the Criticks fafe arrived in Port j 
I little thought of launching forth agcn, 
Amidft adventurous Rovers of the Pen 5 
And, after fome fmall undefcrv'd Succcfs, 
Thus hazarding at laft to make it Icfs. 

Encomiums fuit notriiis cenforious Time, 
Itfclf a Subjed for Satirick Rhyme; < 

Ignorance honoured. Wit and Worth defam'd^ 
Folly triumphant, and ev'n Homer blam'd. 
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But to this Genius^ join'd with fo much Art, 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry Part, 
Poets are bound a loud Applaufe to pay ; 
Apollo bids it, and they muft obey. 

And yet fo wond'rous, fb fublime a thing. 
As the great Iliad, fcarce (hould make me fing ; 
Except I juftly could at once commend 
A good Companion^ and as firm a Friend. 
One moral, or a mere well-natur'd Deed, 
Can all Defert in Sciences exceed. 

Tis great Delight to laugh at fome Mens Ways ; 
But a much greater to give Merit Praife. 



STAN- 
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STAN Z AS. 

T T THcne'cr my foolifli Bent to Publick Good, 

Or fonder Zeal for fome mifguidcd Prince, 
Shall make my dang'rous Humour underftood. 
For changing Minifters for Men of Scnfc : 

When vainly proud to fhew my publick Care, 
And ev'n afliam'd to fee three Nations fool'd, 

I fhall no longer bear a wretched Share 
In ruling ill, or being over-rurd : 

Then, as old Letchers in a Winter's Night 
To yawning Hearers all their Pranks difdofc 5 

And what Decay deprives them of Delight, 
Supply with vain Endeavours to impofc: 
Vol. I. O Juft 
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Juft fo (hall I as idly entertain 

Some (tripling Patriots, fond of fceming wife? 
Tell, how I ftill coa'd great Employments gain. 

Without concealing Truths, or whi(p'ring Lyes ; 

Boaft of fucceeding in my Country's Caufe 
E V n againft fomc aimoft too high to blame ; 

[Whom, when advanc'd beyond the Reach of Laws, 
I oft have ridiculed to Senfe and Sh&me ; 

Say, I re(ifted the moft potent Fraud j 
But friendlefs Merit openly approved 5 

And that I was above the being aw'd 

Not only by my Prince, but thofe helov'd: 

Who knows but my Example then may pleafc 
Such noble, hopeful Spirits as appear 

Willing to (light their Pleafures, and their Eafe> 
For Fame and Honour? Till at laft they hear. 

After 



MISCELLANIES. ipf 

After much Trouble borne, and Danger run. 
The Crown affifted, and my Country ferv'ds 

Without good Fortune I had been undone. 
Without a good Eftate I might have ftarv'd* 



O 2 The 
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^ The E/eilion of a VoetLkure AT 

in 171^. 

A Famous Aflembly was fummon'd of late : 
To crown a new Laureat came Phoebus in 
State 5 
With all that Montfaucon hinifelf could defirc. 
His Bow, Laurel, Harp, and abundance of Fire. 

At BartlemeW'Fair ne cr did Bullies fo juftle. 
No Country Eledion e'er made fuch a Buftlc : 
From Garret. Mint, Tavern, they all poft away. 
Some thirfting for Sack, fomc ambitious of Bay. 

All came with full Confidence, flufh'd with vain Hope 
FromCiBBER and Durfey, to Prior and Pope. 
Phoebus fmil'd onthefe laft, but yet nc'erthelcft. 
Said, he hop'd they had got enough by the Prefs. 

With 
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With a huge Mountain-load of Heroical- Lumber, 
Which from Tqnson to Curll ey ry Prefs had ' 

groan'd under 5 
CameBL — e, and cry'd, Look, all thpifc arc my Lays? 
But at prcfent I beg you d but read my Ejfays. 

Lampooners and Criticks jrufh'd in like a Tide, 
Stern DjsNijriS an4 Gji^dpn came firft fide by fide. 
Apoi^lo confefs'd that their Laflies had Stings, 
But Beadles and Hangmen were never chofe Kings. 

Steel long had fo cunningly manag'd the Town, 
He could not be blam'd for cxpe(SUng the Crown : 
Apollo demurred as to granting his WiCh, 
But wifh'd him good Luckin his Projea of Filh. 

Lame Cqngreve, unable fuch things to endure. 
Of Apollo bcgg'd fitl^cr a Crown or a Cure; 
To refufe fuch a Writer, Apollo was loth. 
And almoft inclined to have granted iiim both. 

O 3 Whca 
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WhenBucKiNGkAAi catne,iie fcatce cv*cl tbbt Ibth; 
till PiioEfeus deflr'd his old Rktid td Wilk iti : 
But a Laureat Peer had never bfcen knoivn 5 
the Commohets claimed that Place as theu: own. 

Yet if the kind God had been ne'er fo inclined 
To breik an old Rule, yet he well knew his Mind, 
Who of fudi trfcftlrment would only rtiakc Spott, 
And laugh'd it all Suitors for Places at Court. 

NotwithftandingthisLaw,yetLANSDOwNwasnam'd, 
But AtOLLo with Kiiidhfefs his Indolence blanVdj 
Ahd Faid he would chufc him, but that he fhould fear. 
An Employment of Trouble he never could bear. 

A * Prelate for Wit and for Eloquence fam'd, 
Apollo fooa mifs'd, and he needs not be nam'd 5 
Since amidft a whole Bench, of which fome are fo 

bright, 
Noonc of thcnq, Ihines fo learn'd and polite. 

* Pr. Atterbury, Bijhcp •/ Rocheftcr. 

To 
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To $HiPPEif , Apollo was cold with Refpcd, 
Siacc he for the State could the Mufes negle£l: 
But faid, in a greater Aflembly he fhin'd. 
And Places were things he had ever declined. 

Tr-tp, Y-— g and Vanbrugh expeded Reward, 
For fome things writ well 5 but Apollo declared. 
That one was too flat, the other too roughs 
And the third furc already had Places enough. 

Pert B-r-Li;. came next, and demanding the Bays, 
Said, Thofe Works muft be good, which had Addi- 
son s Praife 5 
But Apollo reply'd. Child Eustace, 'tis known, 
Moft Authors will praife whatfoever's their own. 

Then Ph ps came ftjrth, as ftarch as a Quaker, 

Whofe fimple Prpfeflipn's a Paftotal-maker 5 
Apollo advis'd liini from Playhoiife to keep. 
And pipe to'nought elfc but his Dog and his Sheep. 

O 4 H— HES^ 
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H — HES, F~TON, and G~y, came laft in the Train, 
Too modcft to ask for the Grown they would gain : 
Phoebus thought them too balhful, and faid they 

would need 
More Boldncfs, if ever they hop'd to fucceed. 

Apollo^ now driv'n to a curfed Quandary, 

Was wilhing for Swift, or the fam'd Lady Mary : 

Nay, had honeft Tom Southern but been within 

Call— 
But at laft he grew wanton, and laugh'd at them all: 

And fo fpying one who came only to gaze, 
J\. Hjtcr erf Vcrfe, and Dcfpifer of Plays j 
Tp him in great Form, without any Delay, 
(Tho' a zealous Fanatkk) prcfented the Bay. 

All the Witsftood aftonifh'd, at; heai:ing ^he God 
So gravely pronounce aji Eledion fo odd : 
And tho' Prior and Pope only laugh'd in his Face, 
Moft others were ready to fink in the Placp. 

Yet 
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Yet fomc thought the Vacancy open was kept. 
Concluding the Bigot would never accept : 
But the Hypoaite told them, he well underftood, 
Tho' the Fundion was wicked, the Stipend was good. 

At laft in rufh'd Eusden, and cry'd, "Who ftiall 

have it, 
** But I, the true Laureat, to whom the King gave it i "* 
Apollo bcgg'd Pardon, and granted his Claim j 
But vow'd tho', till then he ne'er heard of his Name. 



On 
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Oh the TIME S. 

^^2^ I N C E ih vain our Parftwis tcich, 
•^^Hcar, for once, a Poet preach. 

Vice has loft its very Namc> ^ 
Skill tfld Cozenage thought thie fame ; 
Only playing well the Game* 
Foul Contrivances we fee 
Caird but Ingenuity 5 
Ample Fortunes often made 
Out of Frauds in ev'ry Trade, 
Which an aukward Child afford. 
Enough to wed the greateft Lord. 
The Mifer ftarves to raife a Son 5 
But, ifonce the Fool is gone, 
Years of Thirft fcarcc ferve a Day, 
iR.akc-hcll fquanders all away. 

I^usbands 
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Husbands fiicaking for a Placc^ 

Or toiling fer thtit Pay 5 
While the Wives undo their Race 

By Petticoats and Play : 
Breeding Boys to Drtiik and Dicc> 
Carrying Gith tiy G6inedieS> 
Where Ma-ma's Intrigues ire (hoWifi; 
Which ere long will be thclir owti. 
Having firft at Sermon flept. 
Tedious Day is weekly kejit 
By worfe Hypocrites, thin Men, 
Till Monday comes to cheat agchv 
Ev'n among the Nobleft-born,] 
Moral Virtue is a Scorn 5 
Gratitude, but rare at beft $ 
And Fidelity a Jeft, 
All our Wit but Party-mocks 5 
All our Wifdom, raifing Stocks : 
Counted Folly to defend 
Sinking Side, or falling Friend. 
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Lang an Officer may fervc } 

Trais'd and wounded^ he may ftatve : 

No Receipt^ to make him rife^ 

like inventing loyal Lyes. 

We, whofc Anceftorshavefliin'd 

In Arts of Peace, and Fields of jF^e, 
To 111 and Idlenefs inclined. 

Now are grown a publick Shame 
Fatal that inteftine Jar, 
Which produced our Civil War! 
Ever fmce, how fad a Race ! 
Scnfelefs, violent, and bafe ! 



ON 
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ON THE 

DUK E of TO R K 

Baniftied to Bruffe/s, 

T FccUftrangcImpulfc, aftrongDefirc, 

(For what vaih Thoughts will not a Mufe in- 
fpirc?) 
To iing on lofty Subjeds, andtoraifc 
My own low. Eame, by writing James's Praifc 

Oft have wc heard the Wonders of his Youth j 
Obfcrv'd thofc Seeds of Fortitude and Truth j 
Which fincc have fpread fo wide, fo wondrous 

high. 
The Good diftrc6'd beneath that Shelter lie. 

^5V 
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In Arms more adivc than cv n War required. 
And in the midft of mighty Chiefs admir'd. 
Of all Hcav'n's Gifts, no Temper is fo rare. 
As fo much Courage, mix'd with fo much Care. 

When martial Fkp paJkes alj the Spirits boil. 
And forces Youth to military Toil 5 
Hq WoaderiJ: ftioild f^^gf ly ^hgn gogagcj 
Women themfelves will venture in a Rage : 
But in the midft,6f all thit furious Hcar,^ 
While fo intent on Aftions brave and great. 
For other lives to dfed fiiQh. te^dflr ^w$, T 

And-^corelefs 4)f ihisiown, to^carerfeir thcii» > 
Is that Compofure whiclj a Hero maizes, :• 
And which illuftcious York alpne partafaes, 
With 4hat great /^,I|f an whofe Fame, has Aown fp 

'■- far, . . 

Who taught him firft the noble Art of War. 

Oh'Wondrous4?ak! -Whom pqual Virtues crown 5 
Oh worthy of each other's vaft Renowp ! 

* Il?^# Afrfrf/e/M/ dc Turcnne. • 

jNone 
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None but TjtJRENNE with York could Glory 

fharc. 
And none but Yoric dcfcrvc fo great a Maftcrs 
Care. 

Scarce was he come to blefs his native Iflc, 
And reap the foft Rewards of glorious Toil, 
But like Alcides, ftiil new Dangers call 
His Courage forth, and -ftill he vanquifh'd all. 

At Sea, that bloody Scene of boundlcfs Rage, 
Where floating Caftles in fierce !^lamcs engage, 
(Where Mahs himfelf docs firowningly command. 
And by Lieutenants only fights at Land) 
For his own Fame however he fought before. 
For Sh^land's Honour yeche venjtiU'4 mote. 

In thofe black Times, when Fadion raging high. 
Valour and Innocence were fore 'd to fiy, 
With York they fled 5 but not depreft his Mind 5 
Still, like a Diamond in the Duft, it fliinM. 
When from afar his drooping Friends beheld 
How in Diftrefs he ev n himfelf cxcell'd $ - 
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How to his envious Fate, his Country's Frown,' 
His Brother's Will, he facrific'd his own j 
They rais'd their Hearts, and never doubted morci 
But that juft Heav'n would all our Joys reftore. 
So when black Clouds furround Heav'n's glorioi 
Face, 
Tempeftuous Darknefs covering all the Place j 
If we difcern but the leaft glimm'ring Ray 
Of that bright Orb of Fire which rules the Day j 
The chcarful Sight our fainting Courage warms; 
Fix'd upon that, we fear no future Harms. 



On the D EI T T 

TXTRctchcd Mankind! void both of Strength 
^^ and Skill! 
Dextrous at nothing but at doing 111 ! 
Ii> Merit humble, in Pretenfion high j 
Among them aonc, alas ! more weak than 1 5 

And 
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And none more blind : tho' ftill I worthlcfs thought ) 
The bcft I ever fpokc, or ever wrote. 

But zealous Heat exalts the humblcft Mind 5 
Within my Soul fuch ftrong Impulfe I find 
The Heav'nly Tribute of due Praife to pay : 
Perhaps 'tis facred, and I muft obey. 

Yet fuch the Subjefts, various, and fo high ! 
Stupendous Wonders of the Deity ! 
Miraculous EfFcds of boundlefs Pow'r ! 
And that as boundlefs Goodnefs fhining more ! 
AH thefe, fo numberlcfs, my Thoughts attend. 
Oh where fhall I begin, or ever end ? 



r 
^ 



But on that Theme which ev'n the Wife abufe. 
So facred, fo fublime, and fo abftrufe. 
Abruptly to break off, wants no Excufe. 

While others vainly ftrive to know Thee more. 
Let me in filent Reverence adore 5 
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Wiftiing that humati Pow'r were higher raisVi^ 
Only that Thine might be more nobly prais'4 ! 
Thrice happy Angels in their high Degree \ 
Created worthy of extolling Thee ! 
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JULIUS CMSAR, 

ALTERED: 

With a Prox^ogu e and Chorus; 

By Hi? Grace 
JOHN Duke of BUCKINGHAM. 
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PROLOGUE to the Alteration of 
JULIUS CMSAR. 

'llOpe to mend Shakbs^eakI or to match his Style! 

"Tisfuch ttjefiy would make a Stoickfmile. 
Too fond of Fame, our Toet foars too high i 
Tet freely owns he wants the Wingi to fly : 
So fenfible of his prefumptuous Thought^ 
That he confejfes while he does the Fault : 
This to the Fair will no great Wonder prove y 
Who oft in Blujhei yield to what they love. 

Of gredteft ABioniy and of nobleft Men^ 
This Story moft deferves a Toefs "Pen. 
For who can wijh a Scene more juftly fanidy 
When Rome ar^ mighty Julius are but nanidl 
That State of Heroes y who the World had braifdt 
That wondrous Many who fuch a State injUifd I 
Tet loth he was to take fo rough a wdy^ 
And after goverrid 'With fo mild a Swayy 
At Tiiftance now of fenfnteen hundred Tears^ 
Methinkia lovely Ravifher appears 3 
Whomy iho^ forbid by Virtue to excufcy 
A Nymph might pardon^ and could fcarce refufe. 

P 2 ^rKSfiQ;£& 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



Julius C^sar, 


Didator. 


Brutus, ^ 




Cassius, 




Dec. Brutus, 


Confpirators. 


Trebonius, 




Casca, ; 




M. Antonius. 


Junius, One of C ^e s a r's Freedmen. 


Portia, Wifeof Brutus. 


Lucius, One of his Servants. 


Senators. 

Priefts. '">:#^ 


Tradefincn and Citizens. ^ 


Spur INN A, A Sooth-fayer. * ' ;, 



This Play begins the Day before C tsar's Dcatl^ 
and ends within an Hqur after it. 




ACTL SCENE! 

Enter two Roman Senators at one Door^ 
Trbbonius and Casca at another. 

t Senator. 

AIL, goodTilEfioNiuS. 

4 Senator. 
Health to worthy C a s A. 
Will you go with us to the 
Sports to-day ? 

1 SENATOft. 

)6efore this C ifi s a r's Time,' 
we had no Shews 




Magnificent as thefe^ 



p-^ 



Ti^"^^^^ 
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Trebonius. 

But wc had Triumphs : 
And tho' the Conqueror fat hi^ exalted. 
We all partook both of his Fame and Merit : 
The gaz'd-on Warrior in the gilded Chariot 
Enjoy 'd his Fill of Fame, but, as Rome's Subjeft : 
And, to his great Renown in glorious Arms, 
A higher, much more valud Crown, was added 5 
Immortal Praife for ferving well his Country. 

Casca, 

Oh how our Hearts were fir'd atPoMPEY'sTriumphs! 
The Blood more lively danc'd within our Veins : 
The very Image of it ftrikes my Fancy ! 
Mcthinks I fee a thoufand noble Captives 
Drooping with Grief, which yet was lighter made 
By his kind Ufage. After came the Treafures; 
Our Trcafures ! for it was not then as now. 
When one Man's greedy Gripe ingrofles all. 
We did not, as Law-Suiters for Contention, 
Disburfc more Charges than the Irize was worth j 

Grow Beggars, only to make pthjers rich- 

.. « . - .-- 
Treboniuss 

IJutthen, at laft, behold ev'h Of tivc Kings 

In golden Chains with penfivc TKouj^t look down, 

Remcmbring they had us'd their Subjefts worfe. 
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C A S G A. 

Yet fhew'd a glcx)my Comfort through their Sadnefi, 
For being vanquifh'd by fo brave a People. 

Trebonius. 
Which of us, then, oh which of us went home 
From fuch a Spedacle unmov'd with Joy, 
With virtuous Pride, to fee our Blood well fpent. 
Our Treafures manag'd, and our Glory rais'd ? 

C A s c A. 
Yet ev'n to Pompey, Chief of all our State, 
No Roman but difdain'd a mean Submiflion ; 
A Tribute only owing to the Gods. 

Trebonius, 
But now we crouch, and ftand in fervilc Awe ; 
Like Children, fear the Goblin we have made. 
This Ci£SAR, tho' Didator, is our Creature, 
And from Eledion all his Pride proceeds. 

Casca. 
We meet thefe Murmurs now in ev'ry Mouth t 
Ill-boding Sounds to late unfcttled Pow'r, 
Like new-built Houfes, cafily blown dowa, 

Trebonius. 
Yet CifiSAR, ftill itttxcpidly fcrene. 
Goes proudly on, defpifing us^ and Danger. 
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SCENE II. 
Enter a Croud of common Tradejmem 

C A 1< C A. 

What's all this Croud, and whither are ye goings 

My gazing Fellow-Citizens ? To wait 

On your own Shame, and ftare upon your Bondage \ 

I Tradesman. 
I know not what you mean by Shame and Bondage : 
We go to fee great C^fiSAR, and the Sports. 

C A S C a. 

And much good do you. Friend : You little thinks 
The Man you fo admire would be your Matter. 

Tradesman. 
My Maftcr ! He would fcorn fo mean a Servant. 
I hope you will not jcft at mighty Caesar ! 

[Casca laughs s 

C A S C A. 

I only laugh at you for loving Caesar. 

Tradesman. 
Oh, is that all? Well, Sir, makc.bold with me 5 
But have a care of meddling with your Betters^ 

Casca. 
Betters ! Thou fawcy Citizen, be filent^ 

4 
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Tradesman. 
Then I am hufti'd. Speak you. Sir. 

C A S C A. 

What, to Fools ? 
To Men, whofe Minds are funk in low Submiflion ? 
Born free, and yet contented to be Slaves ? 
Formed like the dull ftrong Horfc, to bear a Rider ? 
Well, we may wifh, and vent our Rage in Curfcs : 
May Ci£SAR — 

Tradesman. 
Hold ; and hear if he fpeaks Treafon. 

C A s c A. 
May Ci£SAR live, as long as good Men wifh him ! 

Tradesman. 

Why, what does this Man mean ? he prays for C msak^ 
Long may he live Rome*s great, and wife Didator ! 

Trebonius. 

Oh, my good Friends, how blind are thofe Dcfires ! 
Did you but know how much you curfe yourfelves, 
No People, fure, would be fuch Self-deftroyers, 
Tho' but in Wifh. Did ever Men before 
Pray for Continuance of a Tyrant Ague 
That (hakes their very Souls ? See, how Rome 
trembles. 
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And looks all pale^ with Lois of guiltlefs Blood ! 
Who has not loft a Kiofman^ or a Friend^ 
Whofc honeft Life the War has faaific'd 
To this Man's wild Ambition ? 
Nay, arc not you dead too? fince in his Pow'r 
To kill you when he pleafes ? with this DifFrcnccj 
That Death, once come, frees you from all its Force, 
Which ev'ry Hour ye now exped with Terror. 
Before this fatal Time each good Man here 
Was Mafter of the World, and fhar'd the Pow'r ,• 
Kings waited on your Votes, and watch'd your Wills : 
But now (I weep to fay how fad a Change ! ) 
The Greatneis, nay the Goodnefs of this Ci£SAR, 
Is founded on our Bafcnefs : For, alas ! 
What muft we be, to be forgiv'n by him ? 
And do you think, bccaufe he gives you Pleafures, 
Treats you with Shows, and popular Appearance, 
That all this feeming Softnefs is not Shadow > 
A very Trick to lull your Thoughts afleep^ 
And then fubje£t them ? make them mild, and tame. 
Fit for the fervile Ufe of being Subjefts? 
Thofc lofty Thoughts, which, like tme mettled 

Hawks, 
Were us'd to fly fo ftrong, and foar fo high. 
Which Nature has defign'd to prey on Tyrants, 
And not to ferve them 5 now are whittled oflF 
With ev'ry Pageant Pomp, and gawdy Show^ 

For 
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For (hamc ! repent of fuch a childifh Folly ; 
And rather tear, like Gato, your own Bowels, 
Than live to fee your Country torn by Tyrants. 

Casca. 
And PoMPEY too, methinks, fhould be remember'd. 
Who died for you ib lately 5 on whofe Ruin 
This Ci£SAR (lands, and fcorns us all beneath him. 

Trebonius. 
5ce if they arc not mov'd j the Roman Soul 
Now fwells within them. Go, my worthy Friends; 
And, if you needs will fee your Tyrant's Triumph, 
Gaze on him then with angry envious Eyes : 
Be ev'ry one a Bajilisk to him 5 
Kill him with daring. 

i^ Citizen. 
Farewcl, worthy Lords ! 
You love your Country, and we love you for it. 

Trebonius. 
Shall we not be accus'd for this ? 

Casca. 

No matter 5 
We break no Laws either of Gods or Men : 
So, if we fall, it is with Reputation 5 
A Fate which Cowards fhun, and brave Men feek. 
If CiESAR punifli Men for Ipeaking Truth, 



W^ 
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My honeft Tongue (hall dare his utmoft Doom, 
But here he comes, with all that Pomp and Pride 
In which young Pow'r fo childifhly delights* 



SCENE III. 

Enter Caskk attended fy At^j tony, Bkutvs, 
Cass I us, and many other Senators : Sits dawn 
sna magnificent Seat y to beholdfeveral^ivertife- 
ments after the Roman manner. When the S forts 
are ended, Antony prefents him a Croivn, 

Antonius. 

Ijlail, mighty Man ! thou Godlike C^sar, hail J 
Stoop to our Wifhes, and vouchfafe to wear 
This Crown, prefented thee by all Mankind : 
Shine on us, like the Sun, in your full Luftre 5 
While Rome rcviv'd lies basking in your Beams, 
And flourifhes beneath that kindly Heat, 
Adorn us with your Pow'r, and make us proud 
Of being Subjcds to fo great a King, 

CifiSAR. 

I am not call'd your King, but your Didator ^ 

[Ci£SAR defcends from his Seat t§ 
the middle of the Stage. 

A Name, I hope, that bears as great a Sound 5 
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If not, 'tis no vain Titles that can help it : 
Therefore I both refufe, and flight a Crown, 

iHeputs back the Crown with his Handy 
at which theTeofle Jhout for Joy. 
Which can add nothing to my Power, or Rome's. 
Tm glad, my Friends, you arc fo eafily pleased 
With my refuiing what I think below me 5 
Were it above nie, I fhould quickly reach it. 
Your Kings, it feems, exerted Pow'r fo ill. 
That you expeird the hated Name for ever. 
But 'tis the Tyranny, not Name, ye fear 5 
And that my Soul abhors, as much as you. 
Witncfs, ye Gods, 1 have no other Aim 
Than to advance your Good, and my own Honour. 

Antonius. 

Take then this Crown, which feems fo much for 
both 5 {Offering the Crown once more. 

For Pow r well placed, can never be too great. 

C ^ s A R. 

Again ! this nccdis not ; 'tis unfeemly Joy 5 

[G^SAR refufes it^ and they pout 
a fecond time. 
It looks as if you doubted me before. 
And are furpriz'd to find my Moderation. 



K^tLC^- 
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Antonius. 

"Jxs I, Sir, am furpriz'd 5 but 'tis with Grief, 

\_He offers the Crown the.third time. 
To fee you fhun a Pow'r, you ought to feck s 
At Icaft, rcjcd it not with fuch Irrcv'rencc $ 
Crowns arc the faircft Prcfcnts of the Gods. 

C i£ S A R. 

Again ! {,He refufes it again^ and they 

Jbout the third time. 
Peace, you unmannerly, unthinking Croud ! 
Arc you fo plcas'd ? and have I no way left 
But this, to be as popular as Pompey ? 
How have I us'd my Pow'r, that you fhould fear it > 
Then, to be more fecurc, here take my Life s 
I freely offer it to ev'ry Roman : 
Let out that Blood, you think boils with Ambition? 
Yd rather lofe it, than out-live my Fame ; 
Nor wou'd accept of Pow'r, unlcfs to plcafc, 
I feel their Pulfcs, ancj I find them beat 

iTp Antpny a^de. 
Fcv'rifli, and high, ujifit fop mypefigns: 
Their Reafon loft, they raye for Liberty, 
Like Lunaticks, confin d for their own Good^ 
Strive for a fatal Freedom to be ruin'd. 



K^TO- 
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Antonius. 
Therefore in Pity, Sir, rcftrain them more, 

C iC s A R. 

ill guard them from themfclvcs, their own worft 

Foes? 
And will have Pow'r to do whatever I pleafej 
Yet bear my Thunder in i gentle Hand. 
Like Jove, 111 fit above j but 'tis to fho w 
My Love and Care of all the World belo^. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Messekger.1 
Some other Sports arc in the Field of Mars, 
And only wait your Prefence. 

C i£ S A R. 

Let us go. 
The Evening is far fpcnt, it will be dark 5 
And I, thou know'ft, have not been well To^ay. 

\Xo Brutus* 
Exeunt Ci£SAR, «^»^ Antony. 



S C E N E IV. 
Cassius. 



WUi you not 



226 JULIUS CMSAR. 

Brutus. 
NotL 

. Cass I us, 
How fo ? 

Brutus. 
I am not fit for Sports j 
I want the airy Humour of Marc Antony* 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your Delires* 

Cassius. 
Brutus, I have obfcrv'd you much of late 5 
I have not from yoik Eyes that Gcntlenels, 
And Show of Love, which I was us'd to find : 
Pardon my Cares, that only copie from Kindncfi j 
Vour Carriage is a little too referv'd. 
And ftrange, to Friends who would be mote familiar* 

Brutus. 
CASsfus, miftakc mc not : If I have vcU'd 
My Look, I turn the Trouble of my Countenance 
Merely upon myiclf : 1 am of late 
Troubled with Paifions of a different Nature, 
Conceptions only proper to myfeif. 
Which give perhaps fomc Soil to my Behaviour. 
But let not therefore my good Friends complain, 
(Amongft which Number Cassius is the chief) 
Nor mifinterprct fiirthcr my Ncglcd 5 

But 
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But think poor Brutus, with himfelf at War, 
Forgets the Shows of Love to other Men. 

CassIus. 
I am moft glad to find I was miftaken. 
That Error made this Bread of mine conceal 
Thoughts of great Value, worthy of your Ear : 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your Face ? 

Brutus. 
No, CASSIUS5 for, the Eye fees not itfelf. 
But by Reflexion from fomc other thing. 

Cass I us. 
Tis juft : Then know, 'tis much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no fuch Mirror as might (how 
(Spite of your Modefty) your own hid Worth ; 
That you for once might fee the noble Shadow. 
I have heard fomc, of the bcft Rank in Romey 
(Except immortal Caesar) talk of Brutus 5 
And groaning underneath this Age's Yoke, 
Have wifh'd, that noble Brutus had his Eyes. 

Bp^UTUS. 

Into what Dangers wou'd you lead me, Cassius, 
That you would have me look intomyfelf 
For that which is not in me ? 
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C ASSIV s. 

Brutus, hear ; 
And fincc, you know, you cannot fee yourfelf 
So well as by Reflexion 5 I, your Glafs, 
Will without all Difguife difcover now 
That of yourfelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus. 
Were I fomc flight Buffoon, or us'd to flatter. 
To cloy each Man I meet with proffer'd Love, 
And then betray him 5 did I ufc to fawri. 
And hug Men hard, then cmfli them with my Scandal 1 
Or if you ever knew me riotous 
To Loft of Reafon 5 then you might fulpeft mc. 
Whit Shouts ai*e thefe ? lA great Shout. 

Brutus. 
I hope, like thofc jufl: now, 
tor Joy that CifiSAR has rcfus'd the Crown. 

Cassius. 
If you hope that, you would not have him King. 

Brutus. 
I would not, Cassius; yet I love him well. 

CassiuS. 
And do you think he would forgive that Wifh, 
Or would accept your Love, with that Allay ? 

Brutus. 
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Brutus. 
If j lift, he will 5 and, if unjuft, I care not. 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ) 
1 fee you labour with fome weighty thing. 
If it be tow'rds the gen'ral Good, Ipeak quickly 5 
I am in Hafte to meet your noble Thoughts. 
Stt Virtue in my Eye, and let grim Death 
Shake his unheeded Dart, I'll ftill be fix'd. 
For, may the Gods fo help me, as, for Honour, 
I look iridifF rently on Life or Death. 

Cassius. 
I know your Virtue, Brutus, and dare truft it. 
Well, Honour is the Subject of my Story. 
I cannot tell what you and other Men 
Think of this Life 5 but for my fingle fclf, 
ril fhufe much rather not to live at all. 
Than llye to bp in Awe of any thing, 
I was born free as Ci£SAR 5 fo are you : 
We both are bred as well 5 and we (jan both 
Endure the Winter's Cold as well as he. 
For, once, upon a raw and gufty Day, 
The troubled Tiber turn'd into a Foam^ 
C^SAR fays to me, Cassius, dar'ft thou now 
Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 
And fwim to yonder Point? Upon the Word^ 
Accoutred as I was, I plung'd me in^ 

Q.> And 
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And bade him follow 5 fo indeed he did : 

The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 

With lufty Sinews, throwing it afide ; 

But yet, ere we could reach the Point proposed, 

CiCSAR cry'd. Help me, Cassius, or I fink ! 

Juft as ^Eneas, our great Anceftor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy bear on his Shoulders 

The old Anchises, I from Tiber s Waves 

Bore the tir'd Ci£SAR : Yet this feeble Man 

Is now become a God 5 and Cassius is 

A wretched Creature, and muft bend his Body, 

If Ci£SAR give him but a carelefs Nod. 

A ftrange Difcafc poflTefles him fometimes : 

This Day 1 faw him fall into his Fit : 

(That which delay 'd the Sports till Afternoon.) 

This God hasfaU'n to Ground, and foanid at Mouth? 

His Limbs have trembled, and his Eyes have roll'd } 

Yet now his Look muft awe the trembling World. 

Nay, I have heard him groan, like a fick Girl 5 

And that fmoothTongue which us'd to move fo much. 

And make the Romans fet down all it faid. 

Would faulter then, andftammer out ftrange things. 

Gods ! why Ihould one of fuch a feeble Temper 

Be fet upon the Top of all this World, 

To look, down on Mankind ? \_A Shouts 

Brutus. 
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Brutus. 
Another Shout ! furc Rome is tuni'd a Revel ! 

^Another Shout. 
I fear at leaft they crown him with Applaufc. 

Gassius, 
Why, Man, lie now beftrides the narrow World, 
Like a ColoJJus 5 and we petty Men 
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about. 
To find ourfelves difhonourable Graves, 
Men, at fome times, are Mafters of their Fates 5 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 
But in our fclves, that we are Underlings. 
Brutus and G^esar ! whcre's the Difference? 
Why fliould that Name be founded more than yours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a Name 5 
Shout Brutus, and the Echo is as loud : 
Brutus and G^esar ! Gonjure with thofe Names, 
Brutus will ftart a Spirit, as foon as G^tsAR. 
Now in the Name of all the Gods at once. 
On what high Fame does this our G^sar feed. 
That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art fham'd J 
Rome^ thou haft loft thy Breed of nobic Blood ! 
When did there pafs an Age, fince Time firfl was. 
That the whole World jefounded but one Man? 
When could they fay, till now, who talked of i?^;w^, 
Jhat her wide Walls contaiu'd one fingle Hero? 

0,4 ^v 
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O, you and I have heard our Fathers fay,' 
There was a Brutus once, who kill'd his Son$,^ 
And would have flain his deareft Friend, nay Father^ 
Rather than fufFcr Rome to be enflav'd. 

Brutus. 
That Cassius loves me, I am nothinglcaloiis ; 
What you would work me to, I have fome Aim ; 
How I have thought of this, and of thefc Times, 
I fhall recount hereafter $ for this prefent, 
I would not (if with Love I might intreat it) 
Be any farther mov'd. What you have faid, 
I will coniiderj what you have to fay, 
I will with Patience bear, and find a Time 
Both fit to hear, and anfwer fuch high things.' 
Till then, my noble Friend, remember this $ 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 
A worthlefs Stranger, than a Son of Rome^ 
Under fuch hard Conditions as this Time 
Is like to lay upon us. . . 

Cassius. 

I am happy. 
That my weak Words have drawn thus much from 
Brutus. 

Brutus. 
A fudden Storm ! Ill leave you, noble Cassius^ 
lExcej^ve Thunder and Lightning on afudden- 

Wc 



yULlUS CM5AR, 535 

Wc arc obfcrv'd. At Midnight, if you plcafc,^ 
We'll meet again, and talk of this more largely. 

I will not fail to wait on worthy Brutus. 

lExit Brutus. 



SCENE V. 

Enter Casca to Cast lus. 

Cassius. 
Who's there? ' 

Casca. 
A Roman. 

Cass I us. 

Casca, by your Voice. 

Casca. 
Your Ear is good. The Air is ftrangely changed I 

Cassius. 
A very harmlefi Air to honeft Men. 

Casca. 

Who ever knew the Heavens ^;hreaten fo? 

Cassius. 
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Cassius. 
Who ever knew the Earth fo full of Faults ? 
For my part. 111 walk dill about the Streets, 
Submitting to the Dangers of the Storm $ 
Unbuttoned thus, and carelcis, as you fee. 
Will bare my Bofom to the Thunderbolt^, 
Juft ^ the fiery Flafh begins to dart, 

Casca, 
But wherefore would you fo much tempt the Godsj 
Sure, 'tis our Part rather to fear and tremble. 
When they, for Caufcs to poor Men unknown^ 
Send dreadful Heralds to denounce a War. 

Cassius. 
You are dull, C asca 5 and thofe Sparks of Fire, 
That fhould inflame a Roman Breaft, you want. 
Or elfe diflfemble : You look pale, and gaze. 
And put on Fear, and lofe yourfelf in Wonder, 
To fee this ftrange Diforder in the Heav'ns : 
Think on the Earth, good Casca 5 think on Rome^ 
If fiery Meteors, and Fool-frighting Ghofts, 
If monftrous Births, and ftrange portentous things. 
As you believe, break Nature's fettled Courfe 5 
TTis to accompany this monftrous State. 
I could now, Casca, name to thee a Man 
Moft like this dreadful Night, which thunders, 
lightens. 

Tears 



JULIUS CMSAR. 33jr 

Tears open Graves, and keeps us all in Terror: 
A Man no mightier than thyfelf, or me. 
In real Might, in Worth 5 yet grown a Giant; 
And ev'ry Roman elfc feems but a Pigmy. 

C A s c A. 

It is not hard to guefs the Man you mean, 

Cassius. 
No matter for his Name 5 for Romans now 
Have Limbs and Sinews, like their Anceftors; 
But where the Minds of all our famous Fathers? 
Dead, dead with them! we have our Mothers Spirits; 
'Tis womanifh to fee, and fuffer this. 

Casca. 
Indeed, they fay, the Senators To-morrow 
Mean to eftablifti Caesar for their King 5 
And he ftiall wear his Crown by Sea and Land, 
In ev'ry Place, but here in Italy. 

Cassius. 
I know where I (hall wear this Dagger then. 
Cassius from Bondage will deliver Cassius. 
Herein the Poor are rich, the Weak moft ftrong 5 
By this, the Wretched mock at bafe Oppreffion 5 
The Meaneft are vidorious o'er the Mighty. 
Not Tow'rs of Stone, nor Walls of hardened Brafs, 
Noi: airlefsDungcons, the poor Strength of Tyrants! 
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Not all their ftrongcft Guards, nor hcavicft ChaiAs, 
Can in the leaft controul the mighty Spirit. 
For, noble Life, when weary of itfelf. 
Has always Pow'r to (hake it off, at Pleafuro. 
Since I know this, know all the World bcfides. 
That Part of Tyranny prepared for mc, 
I can and will defy. 

C A S C A. 

And fo can I^ 
Thus ey'ry Bondman in own Hand bcars^ 
The Pow'r to cancel his Captiyity. 

Cassius. 
And why (hould C^^sar be a Tyrant then ? 
Poor Man ! I know he would not be a Wolf, 
But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep : 
He were no Lion, if we were not Lambs. 
But oh, diforder'd Grief! where haft thou led AicJ 
Ifpeak, perhaps, before a willing Bondman, 
One whom tame Fools mifcal a mod'rate Man 5 
That is, a mean Complyer with the Times. 
But I am arm'd within againft all Danger. 

C ASCA, 

Cassius, you fpcak to Casca, to a Man 

Whofe Thoughts have all this while out-gone your 

Words, 

Here, 
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Here, take my Hand, and make what ufcof it 
The Times and our Ncccflities require j 
I am refolv'd. 

Cassius. 
Then, there's a Bargain made* 
Now know, good Casca, 1 have mov'd already 
Some of the boldeft nobleft-minded Romans 
To undertake with me an Enterprize 
Of honourable, dangerous Confequencc. 
They now all ftay for me in Pompey's Porch,' 
And fuch a Night as this requires a Shelter 5 
A Night, that's like the noble Work in hand. 
All black, and terrible ! But foft ; ftand clofe. 

Casca. 
Trebonius ! now I know him by his Gait. i 

Cassius. 
He is a iFriend j ptay hold 5 whither fo faft ? 

Trebonius. 
To look out you. Who's that, Metellus Cimber? 

Cassius. 
No, 'tis our Casca, One as bold and honeft. 
Am I not ftay 'd for? 

Tre- 



%^% JULIUS CMSAR. 

Trebonius. 

What a Night is this! 

Thcrcs two or three of us have fcen ftrangc Si^its ^ 

Cassius. 
Well, let *em fee them^ TcU mc, am I ftaidfor? 

Trebonius. 
You are. 

O Cassius, if you could prevail with Brutus i 
He, as a Band, would tye our Party ftrong. 

Casca. 
Why, is nut Brutus one ? 1 thought him furc^ 

Cassius. 
Be you content. Trebonius, take this Scroll, 
And look you lay it in the ready way. 
Where Brutus needs muft find it 5 then, throw this 
In at his Window 5 fet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus' Statue : all this done. 
Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you (hall find u$4 
Is Decius Brutus, and Marullus there ? 

Trebonius. 

All, all are there, except Metellus Cimber$ 
And he is gone to feck you at your Houfe. 



Cassius. 
Away then 5 lofc no Time : Come, my good Casca^ 
Wc will go vifit Brutus yet ere Day : 
Three Parts of that good Man are durs already, 
Aad^ on the next Aifault^ he yi^Ms entire. 

Casca. 

Oh, he iits high in all the People's Hearts* 

Cassius, 
So, that which w6ttld appear OfFcnce in us, ' * 
His Countenance, like the great Art of Chymi(ls> - 
Will change to Virtue, and to noble Deeds. 

Casca. 

Hin^ and his Worth, and our great Need of hlm,^ 
You have confidcr'd well. Come, let's maikc HafteJ 

Cassius. 

The Sun that fees him ne;xt, Ihall find him ours. 

lExemf. 



Injiead 
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Inflead of the Mufick ufualfy pUfd between the 
ASiSy the following Verfes are, after this AB^ 
to befung by a Chorus reprefer^ting the Roinaa 
"iPeofle. 

Firft CHORUS. 

I. 

W)\\t^iL'SL\s Roman Honour gone^ 
Where is our antient Virtue now If 
That Valour, which fo bright has fhone^ 
And with the Wings of Conqucft flown, 
Muft to a haughty Maftcr bow : 
Who, with our Toil, our Blood, and all we havd 

befidc. 
Gorges his ill-got Pow'r, his Humour, and his Pride; 

IL 
Fearleis he will his Life expofe j 

So docs a Lion, or a Bear ; 
His very Virtues threaten thofe. 
Who more his bold Ambition fear. 
How ftupid Wretches we appear, 
[Who round the World for Wealth and Empire 

roam; 
Yet never, neyer think what Slaves wc are at home 

lU. 
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III. 
Did Men, for this, together join; 

Quitting the free wild Life of Nature? 
What other Beaft did e'er defign 
The fetting up his Fellow-Creature, 
And of two Mifchiefs chufe the greater > 
Oh ! rather than be Slaves to bold imperious Men, 
Give us our Wildnels, and our Woods, our Huts, 
and Caves again. 

IV. 

There, fecure from lawlcfs Sway, 

Out of Pride or Envy's Way 5 

Living up to Nature's Rules, 

Not deprav'd by Knaves and Fools 5 
Happily we all Ihould live, and harmlefs as our Sheep, 
And.at laft as calmly die, as Infants fall afleep. 



Vol. L K ACT 



1^2 JULIUS CMSJR. 



H 



ACT 11. SCENE I. 

Brutus alone in his Houfe undrefi. 
E would be King 5 nay, will be, if he lives ; 



This mod important Day difdos'd that Secret : 
Ambition, like a mad tempcftuous Sea, 
SwcU'd hini above the Bounds of wife Diflcmbling, 
And ended all our Hopes of future Freedom. 
Juftice and Liberty ! farewel for ever ! 
If Brutus is thus fcnfible of Slav'ry, 
I, who am C^csar's Friend, and partial for him 5 
What is it then to others ? to thofe Thoufands, 
Who muft lie heap'd in Duft, to raife him higher J 
But my own Words reproach me 5 can I call 
Myfelf his Friend, and yet confcnt to kill him ? 
By Heav'n, no lefs than plain Ingratitude ! 
That heavy Load prcfles my tender Mind ; 
I cannot bear it. Nay, this Caesar alfo 
Is humbly brave, and gentle in hisGreatnefsj 
Apt for Converfe, and eafy of Accefs j 
Skiird in all Arts, matchlefs in Eloquence 5 
In War and Bufinefs indefatigable. 
Bounteous as Nature, merciful asHeav'nj 
In all, fublime^ high^ and unparallelU 

Yet 
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Yet oft Humility is but the Ladder, 

By which th' ambitious Climber gets fo high ; 

But, when he once attains the upmoft Round, 

Then ftrait he throws the ufelefs Engine down. 

Looks in the Clouds, and fcorns the low Degrees 

By which he did afcend. Then Rome is loft ! 

But is there no way left us, but his Death ? 

What! kill the beft, and braveft of Mankind, 

Only for Jealoufy! of being Slaves. 

Oh difmal Sound ! Who can dread that too much ? 

The Fear of Slavery is Fortitude. 

And, to advifc him ! No, 'tis eafier 

To kill a Tyrant amidft all his Guards, 

Than give him Counfel for his Country's Good. 

This CifiSAR's Prudence may a while reftrain him j 

But if Ambition once tranfports his Mind, 

Down fink at once all Thoughts of Right or Rcafon. 

Goodnefs of Nature makes fome Struggle in him j 

But ev'n that Goodnefs will incline to think, 

Rome ftiall be happier, when himfelf is higher. 

Lucius, awake 5 what hoa ! why Lucius ! 

I would it were my Fault to fleep fo foundly. 

Lucius, awake, awake! 

Lucius. 
Call you, my Lord ? 

K . R2 Bru- 
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Brutus. 

Get mc a Taper in my Study, Boy 5 
Then come and call me ftrait. 

lExit Lucii^s i re-enters immediatetj. 

Lucius, 

Here is a Scroll 
Newly thrown in at Window, faft fcal*d up. 

Brutus* 

Give it mc, Boy, and hafte to light the T^cr. 

lExit Lucius. 
Tis not yet Day, but fuch a fiery Night, 
That I may make a Shift to read this Parchment. 
" Brutus, awake 5 for Rome has loft her Reft, 

" iReads. 
" And takes it ill that thou fhouldft fleep fo foundly : 
'* Awake, and ftrike ! — There was a Brutus once — 
«* And Tar^uin " — Ha ! thus I muft piece it out 5 
There was a Brutus who redeemed his Country, 
And did what now we all exped from thee. 
" S\\2MRome*'-''Th dark, but fure it muft be thus.' 

iReads. 
" Shall Romey the Miftrefs of the proftrate World, 
" Beravifh'd by aTyrant? Brutus, ftrike/' 
O Rome I and doft thou call upon thy Brutus? 

Am 
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Am I thought worthy of thy Choice > Tis done : 
Thou flialt not wait for Aid that I can bring thee. 

Enter Lucius again. 

Lucius. 
Somebody knocks at the Gate : Sir^ (hall I open ? 

Brutus. 
See who 'tis firft 5 go Boy, and bring me Word. 

lExit Lucius. 
Would it were over once 5 I cannot reft : 
In fuch a Plot there is no Peace of Mind : 
The Harflinefs of this Deed would fink my Spirits, 
pid not affifting Jufticc hold me up. 

Enter Lucius with a Taper, 

Lucius. 
Tis Cassius, my Lord. 

Brutus. 
Is he alone ? 

Lucius, 
No, but I could not well perceive the reft. 
Their Faces arc fo muffled in their Robes. . " ^• 

Brutus. 

Let thenx come in. They are the Fadion ! - 

... . ■ ^ 

R3 SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 

Enter C ass lus, and the reft of the ConJpiratorSy 
muffled up y in their Robes. 

Brutus. 
Welcome, good Brother Cassius : welcome all. 

Cassius. 
Welcome the Hour that brings us thus together. 

Brutus. 
KnowIthefcMen? 

Cassius. 
You know them, and their Hearts, 
Which ar'e all fet u^bh the noble BruTuS. 
This is Trebonius, this Decius Brutus, 
This CiNNA, Casca, and Metellus Cimber r 
Your Friends, and Followers all. 

Brutus. 

They are moft welcome. 

Cassius. 
Brutus, a Word. s!Xhey whiff er. 

C A « C A. 

If Brutus will but join. 
Our Fabrick's firm, and nothing then can fhake it : 

He 
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He is the Cement that muft hold us faft. 

Brutus. 
Well, noble Lords, I am at laft refolv'd 5 
Ev'n againft Friendfhip, Juftice has prevail'd. 
Give me your refolute Hands. 

Cassius. 
And let us fwear. 

Brutus. 
No Oat;h : the Caufc already is fo facred. 
There is no need of Oaths to make it more : 
If Senfc of Slavery, and noble Shame, 
If Thirft of honeft Fame in After-ages, 
If glorious Juftiec cannot move our Souls, 
They are too w,eak for fuch a Deed as this $ 
Break off betinics, and ev'ry Roman here 
Retire with Bluflies to his idle Bed y 
And then let Tyranny for ever range. 
Till each Man falls unpity'd : but if thefe 
(As who dares make a Doubt?) arc noble Romans s 
What needs a Tye among U5, but our Words i 
Plain Honefty to Honefly engaged, 
That C.4ESAR fhall not live to laugh at Cowards. 
LetPricfts, and Women fwear, and feeble Minds, 
Which, wav 'ring ftill, need fuch a duldifh Check : 
W,c are above fuch Helps, and ftcady bear 

R 4 Our 



2+8 JULIUS CMSAR. 

Our even Souls, without one doubtful Start* 
What Roman dares be bafe in fuch a Bufinefs ? 
Reckon his Guilt, and Shame, he ventures more 
Than if he did attempt Ten thoufand Tyrants. 

C A s s I u s. 
But what of Cicero ? Shall we found him? 
His Gravity will countenance our Heat, 

Trebonius. 
No Need of that, now Brutus is engag'd^ 

Brutus. 
I knowliim well, believe him Juft and wife; 
Yet Vanity a little clouds his Virtue : 
Nor is he bold enough for fuch a Bufinefs. 
Tjhe Horle that ftarts, however good bcfides. 
In War is troublcfomc, nay, dangerous. 

Decius Brutus. 
But Antony, fo well belov'd by C^sar, 
That Inftrumcnt of all his Tyranny, 
If hp furvive, will be another C.£SAR. 

Trebonius. 

DEqiU5, wellurg'ds Antonius muft die, 

Brutus. : - 

ph! by no means, our Courfe will fcem too 
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Li 
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Twill look like Anger, nay, like Envy too 5 

For Antony is great by Caesar's Favour. 

Let us be Sacrificers, but not Butchers. 

We only draw our Swords againft Ambition 5 

Not againft CfiSAR s Perfon, but his Power : 

Oh ! that we, then, could come at Cesar's Spirit, 

Abate his Pride, and yet not fpill his Blood ! l,Sighs. 

It cannot be 5 Cj^sar, alas ! muft bleed. 

Yet, gentle Friends ! 

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfuUy 5 

Let's ferve him up, a Difti fit for the Gods 5 

Not mangled, as a Feaft to Beafts of Prey. 

Our Hearts (hould melt, like thofe of tender Parents, 

Who oft in (harp, but neceflary Rage, 

Corred offending Children with Remorfe, 

Feeling more Pain than what they make them fuffer. 

This Mercy too looks better to the World, 

Which fhall not call us Murderers, but Heroes. 

As for Antonius therefore, think not of him j 

For he can do no more than Caesar's Arm, 

When CiESAR's Head is off. 

Trebonius. 

But yet I fear him ; ' * ' " 
For he loves C^€SAr, and is moft audacious. 

Brutus, 
CLARIS no Fault? 
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Elfel oonfefs that I am guilty too : 

If he loves CifiSAR, all that he can do 

Is to be griev'd, and pine away for Ci£SAR : 

And it were ftrange he fhould 5 for he is giv'n 

Too much to Wildncfs, Company, and Plcafurcs. 

Cassius. 
There is np Fear of him 5 let him not die 5 
For he will live and laugh at this hereafter. 

Decius Brutus. 
But hold, how late's the Night > 

Brutus. 

TisFivc, atleaft. 

Cassius. 
O how I long to welcome the Eighth Hour, 
The wifh'd Alarm to our great Purpofcs ! 

Decius Brutus. 
Tis Time to part, left at our fcv'r4 Home? 
We fhould be mils'd too long. 

Cassius. 

But what if C i€S ar 
Should forbear coming to the Capitol ? 
The unaccuftom'd Terror of this Nigltf :>^j 
May move the Augurs to forbid his going : . vsg ^ 
And, tho' himfelf 's above fuch idle Fears, . 
Yet the moft Wife and Brave muft yield to 
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Decius Brutus. 
Never doubt that : And tho' he were relblv'd, 
I can o'erfway him ; for he loves to hear me. 
Prudence, tho' much fuperior, often yields 
To fubtle Mirth, and fly Infinuation. 
If CifiSAR ftay at home, becaufe it thunders, 
I can in Jeft reproach him with his Fear 5 
He'll laugh, yet fear he fliall be thought afraid. 

Bruti^s. 
Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
But fee, 'tis almoft Day 5 fomc Light appears. 

Cassius. 
Then let us be difpeWd, like foggy Clouds, 
To meet again in Thunder. 

Brui^us. 

Friends, farewcl. 
Only remember that we all arc Romans $ 
That Thought will keep up our exalted Spirits. 

lExeunt Confpiratorss manet Brutus. 



S GENE III. 

Enter Portia mdref/J, as new rifenfram Bed. 

Portia, 
BaUTU%^UIiAld» where are you? 
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Why do you thus cxpofc your tender Health ? 

Portia. 
Can I confider Health, without your Love ? 
You have unkindly ftoi'n from me To-night, 
And by your Abfence robb'd me of my Reft : 
How could my Brutus thus ungently leave 
One fs> unwilling to be left by you ? 

Brutus. 
Chide not too much, my Portia ; and yet 
Thcre.is fome Pleaforc to be chid fo kindly. 
Our Sex has Tendernefs equal to yours 5 
Yet we, incumbred with vexatious Cares, 
No fooner bend our fofter Thoughts to Love, 
But Bufinefs, like a Matter too fevere. 
Stands hovring over us amidft our Pleafiire, 
And drags us to our tirefome Task again. 

Portia. ''"'■ 

But Life is fhort 5 Oh ! why fhould we mif-fpcnd it^ 
A Wretch condemned to die within few Houaj:-:^- 
Would think them ill employed in Compliments: 
Jhe folemn Trifles of a bufy World 
Are oft but Compliment, compared with L«>«^^'* 
Whofe fhort and precious H6urs you throw away.. 

Brutus. 
Dear Portia^ now you but difturb my Thoa|^ 
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Portia. 
Can mine be eafy then? Tis no fmall Thing 
Can vex your even Mind, and make you fro ward, 
Froward with me, which you was ne cr till now : 
This Niglit I folded you within thcfe Arms, 
And ask'd you if you flept, if you were well? 
You faid, you cou'd not flcep, and yet tura'd from ma 

Brutus. 
[Turning from thee is Rcftleflhcfs indeed ; 
[^Thou only Comfort to my troubled Mind i 
May Joys and full Content remain in yours. 

Portia, 
Oh ! preach Content to one upon a Rack, 
And he will hear as foon. 
My Soul is fo perplex d with Fears for you, 
Tliat all the Joys of Nature, or of Fortune, 
; Could find no Entrance here at fuch a Time. 

Brutus- 
[Retire, retire i talking fo tenderly, 
I You, like officious and condoling Friends, 

But more afflift that Min^ 
Ll hope you think me nci 
^If it were fit for y 

T were ill in me to i^l 

Let that fufficc, and ' 

1 never usu to thc^ 



\ 
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' ftorfoolifh. 
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Portia. 

Alas! 
You would not ufc it now, if ftill you lov'd. 
Can you have Thoughts unfit to own to mc ^ 
Youareunjuft, and I undone: Farewcl. 

Brutus. 
What means my Portia ? 

Portia. 

Brutus unjuft ! 
Oh ! 'tis a Wonder, which your very Foes 
Would not believe, tho' told it by your Friends: 
And to me too, who had leaft Caufe to fear it I 
So little I deferv'd to find him fo. 
Am I but only Partner of your Pleafures, 
Fit for your trifling Hours, and to be kept 
At hateful Diftancc from your nobler Thoughts J 
What is it I have innocently done. 
To lofe that Trufl:, which always follows Kindnefsw 
And therefore yours is chang'd h I fee it plainly : 
Thunder is fallen on my poor guiltlefs Head, {JVeeps, 
And all but I, perhaps, have heard the Blow, 

Brutus. 
In this you wrong me, Portia. 

Portia. 

Would I did I 
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I never wifli'd a Wrong to you before. 

Brutus. 
How have I liv'd, and which of all my AdHofts 
Has giv'n the Icaft Occafion cv'n for Malice? 
I am, you know, not like the reft of Husbands j 
My Promife and my Vows are Ties to me. 
As ftrong as Fame and Virtue are to you : 
I will not mention now the Bands of Love, 
In which I thought we were for ever fix'd. 
What thefe unjuft Sufpicions may produce 
Either in you or me, alas ! I know not. 
Therefore be calm and kind, as thou art us'd. 
And try fuch rough, ungentle ways no more. 
My Mind, ydu know, hardens againft Cofflpuliion, 
But eafily bends under gentle Ufage. 

Portia. 
O let me now try that foft way again. 
Thus low, thus tenderly, I beg to know 

iFails on his Neck. 
That which, in troubling you, ev'n tortures me. 
Shunned as I am, I have a Share in all 
Your Refolutions, 4>ite of your Unkindnefs. 
You cannot (hut me out from tender Cares 
For ev'ry Thought of yours : That zealous Part 
The meancft Slave may have in mighty C^fiSAR, 
And yet give no Oflfence. 



tS6 JULIUS C^SJU. 

Brutus. 

The mighty C^fiSAR ! 
I am that mcaneft Slave, if he remain l,Ap»t^ 
The mighty Caesar. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Portia. 
I fhould not need, if you were gentleBRU tus. {JFeefs 

Brutus. 
Oh! my foft Heart! my Refolution 's arm'd 
Againft all Dangers, nay, againft my Friend ; 
Yet, firm to all things elfe, it yields to Love j 

iTakes her in his Arms. 
It yields to Portia. You are now too charming : 
For Pity, hide your Kindnefs, or your Beauty j 
There's no refifting both. 

Portia. 

Tis Kindnefs only 
Which makes me wifti I had that Beauty too. 
But arc you, then, not angry ? 

Brutus. 

What! with thee? 
The moft obdurate Creature, cv n a Tyrant, 
In all his Height of Anger, and of Pride, 
Could not be Proof againft one Tear of thine.^ 

iKiJfes her. 

S Oh! 
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Oh ! Portia, be not you that Tyrant then j 

For well you know your Pow'r, and may be mine. 

Portia. 

But tell me all. 

Brutus. 
Then, know, that they who came to me this Night— • 
But why ftiould I go on to thee, my Portia, 
In any Language but in that of Love? 
TTis to profane thy Ear to entertain it 
With any harlher Sound ; (pare then thyfelf. 

Portia. 
But you were juft about to let me know. 

Brutus. 
Knowwhat! knowThings that will buttifouble thee! 
Believe me, Portia, 'tis dangerous 
For thtfe to tread in thefe obfcurer Pilhs ; 
Serpents lie hidden there, whoie cotiicious Sting 
Wm rob thee of thy Reft. 
Oh! prefs not thusto bear a Part! itt that. 
Which with its Weight will qufll thy tender Mind. 

Portia. 

I am a Woman, but am CAto's Daughter ; 
My Heart is tender, bur to Brutus only. 
Think you 'tis nothing, fo have'fuch a Father, 
And fttch Ik Husband i 

Vol. L S 1&*^- 
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Wcllthch, heir kail. - 

PbRTIA. 

Hold, dcarcft Brutus ! . ' - . , . 

I dare not hear it yet ; 111 tty this fitft. 

XjShe fiuhs herfelf ih tJk Arm. 

Brutus. . . 

Hold, what d'ye mean? _ _ - r 

Portia, * '^ 
Tq try o:^ fortitude. 
For, tho' I duril tiaye trufted^X firm Mi^d ^^ 
With any thing which but concerned myfelf ; 
Where you're engag'd^. It was too great a Venture : 
Idbiilt my firmeftTh6ugtVts,\Yhiie you fufpica them. 

Oh; WoriActofthySiSx.^ .; 

Gods! make me worthy of this mltchlef^ W0inaa ! 
Hafte, hafte,:atid letjb^ Wpttftd be quiejiijfidrei^'d. 
WkteA I'll tell thee all* . -: . •, i- 

And in thy Bofom pour my ycry Soul. 

. \,Exit Portia. 

Enter -l^vidixj %. •- - 
■; ;. .. , Luc Mrs.;- • . - ;- ■•--■■ 
AMdi^nger^ my Lord, fromiiiighty CjEfftn, 
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Is fent to fummon you, ami CAtrj* CassW6^ 
About fomc weighty Matter prefcntly. • I. : 

Brutus. 
From CifisAR! and my Brother Cassivs too! 
All early Summons this ! We are betray'd. 
Loft and undone, yet iefs iii our own Ruin^ ; 
Than in the letting him efcape. Oh ! Rome, 
Thou haft iii Valtt depended on thy BftUtUs 4 ' '*' 
But I will go, left my delaying noVir . ♦ / - ' 

Should raife Safpicioil j and if aH% difcovet^tf,^ ^ ' ^' 
My Life is ufelefs, and not worth my Care. 

Between the fecond and third A^^ thefe Verfes at a ^ 
to befung by aTerfon rejffrejeniing the Genius, of 
Rome. 

" Second CHORUS. 

LO ! to prevent this mighty Empire's Doom, 
From bright unknown Abodes ofBlifs I come. 
The awful Genius of majeftick Rome. 

Great is her Danger : but I will engage 
Some few, the Maftcr-Souls of all this Age, 
To do an Aft of juft hcroick Rage. 

S 2 Tis 
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Tis hard, a Man (b great (hould fall fo loW $ 

More hard, to let fo br^ve a People bow 

Toone themfelves have rais'd^ who fcorns them now* 

Yet, oh! I grieve that Brutus fliould be ftain'd ; 
WhofeLife, excepting this one Aft, renuin'd 
So pure^ that future Times will think it feiga'd. 

But only he can make the reft combine s 
The very Life and Soul of their Deiign } 
The Centre, where thofe mighty Spirits join. 

Unthinking Men no fort of Scraples make $ 
Others do ill, only for Mifchicfs Sake; 
But ev'n the beft are guilty by Miftake. 

Thusfome, for Envy, or Revenge, intend 

To bring the bold Ufurpcr to his End 5 

But for his Country, Brutus ftabs his Friend. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Scene is Cjesaks Apartment y where he appears 
Undrefs'd. 

C i£ S A R. 

AMbition, O thou Tyrant of my Soul ! 
How much a gentler Lord am I to Rome^ 
Than thou to me ! I am the only Slave. 
This Day was dully fpcnt in publick Sports, 
Things too magnificent for trae Delight. 
Joy dwells in filcnt Shades, and private Pleafures; 
In Peace, and not in Pomp : then, my long Nights, 
Thofe precious Hours deftgn'd for loft Repofe,\ 
Are by unruly Cares thus ravifh'd from me. 

Enter Junius. 

Junius. 

Brutus and Cassius attend your Pleafure. 

Ci£SAR. 

I tell thee, Junius, my trufty Freed-man, 
That melancholic Cassius needs obferving. 
If e'er I could be capable of Fear, 

S3 I 
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I think it would be of that pcnfivc Cassius. 
•He loves nor Learning, no, nor Poetry 5 
Nor is his fallen Humour plcas'd with Mufick. 
When others laugh, he fo demurely fmilcs. 
As if he thought it Meannefs to be merry. 
Seldom he likes what others moft approve. 
And loves to praife ^lat all Men elfe diflikc. 
Such Men as he are never at their Eafe, 
While they behold a greater than themfelves. 
Yet he is brave, and (hall have due Preferment. 

'' [EwV Junius. 



SCENE 11. 
Bnter Brutus and Cassius. 

•K^ A S A R.* 

You feem amazed at fuch an early Summons 5 
I have not flept all Night. 

Cassius. 

On what account? 

C i£ S a R. 

'Tis only what I fufFer from my Cares. 
Bur my unquiet Mind (hould not difturb 
Such noble Ramans^ had you not been both 
J«jQarly concerned in what I have to fay. 



Cas- 
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Cassios. 
Wc arc bctray'd. iSoftfy. 

Brutus. 
No Matter 5 let us not 
Betray ourfclvcs by Want of Refolation. \Scfily. 

CiESAH. 

The two great vacant Offices of ^rxtors 
(On which ev n neighb rin^ Princes look with Envy) 
Shall now be fiird by two the greateft Ramans. 
I owe the Commonwealth that Care, to find 
Who beft deferves her Favour pr her Frown* 

Cassius. 
Wc neither beg for one, nor fear the other. 

C i£ S A R. 

Cassius, I know yoar Soul is void of Fear, 
And above grudging at ycpr Brotjieji; s Greatnefs. 

Cassius. 
I underftand no Oracles 5 but fure 
Brutus and 1 are Friends, as wfeU as Brothers. 

C'ifiSARl 

And therefore you will be the more contented. 
If I advance him ev n ah^qy^ yojurfelf 5 
Dei^rt like his can never rife too high. 
1 know no Pleafurc equal to obliging 

S 4 Tranfccndr 
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Tranfccndent Merit in an humble Mind. 

Such modcft Worth fhould get the Prize from 

Courtfhip. 
Yet tliis may only be my Love's Miftake ; 
For, I confcfs my Wcakncfs, I am frail 

lEmiracifig Brutus. 
Like other Men, and partial for a Friend ; 
Yet that's a Fault Hcav'n eafily forgives. 
Be thou, my bcft-lov'd Brutus, Chief of Praetors: 
And Cassius may accept the fecond Place, 

iTo Cassius. 
Not only in the State, but my AfFedion. 
No Thanks : a Coin not counted among Friends. 

lExit Ci£SAR. 



SCENE IIL 

Cassius. 
Tis well it prpvcs no worfe. 

Brutus. 

What worfe can be i 

Cassius. 
Sure, Bru 7^9 has no j^eafon to complain. 



JULIUS CMSAR. a^f 

Brutus. 
Yes, ofyott, Cassius} if you can believe 
I would receive a Favour from a Foe. 
Is diis a Time to be oblig'd by Ci£SAR \ 
Good Gods ! had I not Doubts enough before ? 
Did I not ftrugglc hard enough for Virtue? 
That this laft Tendernefs of his is added 
Toftiakemy very Soul? The ftrong Impreffion 
May break my Heart, but (hall not bend my Mind. 
Cassius in this is honoured more than Brutus ; 
For, when our Country is fo much debas'd, 
Repulfe is glorious, and Advancement Shame : 
111 not be rais'd by him who ruins her. 
It was no private Injury provok'd me ; 
Frowns had not fiighten'd me, nor (hall his Favours, 
With all thcur Syren Voice, entice me to him, 
I muft go on thro' Virtue's plained Courfe 5 
In that fmooth Path there is no Fear of Falling. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter the CmfpiratorSy and other Senators. 

Cassius. 
See, if our Friends are not already come. 
Tis later than we thought, You are well met. 

C I N N A* 
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C I N N A. 

Is Cjesar ftirring ycti 

CA$sms. 

Juftppwgoi^cin; 
And will, wh^n drcft, immediately cpmp fpftlu 
Fear nothing > all's fe9mr(:. 



8 C E N E V. 

CJlSAR. 

WclGojiip, Day Friends. 
Degius Brutus. 
The Senate does attend great C^fiSAR-s Prcfencc 5 
And wc are come to wait upon you thither:, 

C ^ S A R. 

Let 'em attend a while $ 'tis early yet. 



S C E N E VI. ^ 

Enter Antony. 

What, Antony, who revels all the Night ! ^ 

Is he up too? Nay, then 'tis Time to go. 

Ak- 



Antony. 

Rather to ftay : I came not here in Courtfhip* 
But 'tis the facred College of the Priefts 
Which brought me hither ; and they wait without. 
Hear 'em, great Casars it concerns you nearly. 
And what does fo, is for the Good of Rome. 

Ci£SAR. 

The Senate ftays 5 another Time will fervc, 
lAs he isgQtT^ Quty enter the Triejis^ whofiof hims 

Priest. 
Great Gi£SAR, hail! forgive our zealous^ Haftc, 
Urg'd by divine Portent, which fent us here. 
To warn the mighty Ruler of the World. 

Ci£SAR. 

Speak: I attend the Mcflfage of the, Gods. 

Priest. 
As on Mount Aventine I lately fat, 
Attir'd with facred Robes, and fouthward turn'df 
The Heav'ns all clear, and free from black Prefagc } 
With my bent Wand I the due Rites performed. 
And parted all the Regions of the Air. 
When lo, ill-boding Birds appear'^ from far. 
Bearing Misfortunes on their ominous Wings : 
I gaz d upon them with prophetick Skill, 
Till a fierce FlaQi of Lightning check'd my Sight. 
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Then, in one Inftant, all the Heavens were changed 5 
Clouds, fwell'd with Thunder, rolled themfelves 

along. 
With Noife too horrible for human Ear. 

• Ci£SAR. 

Itthunder'd, and it lightened : well, goon. 

Second Priest. 
Omens of 111 in fev'ral kinds agree : 
Having new chofe for folemn Sacrifice 
A large-grown Bull, the goodlieft of the Herd 5 
With an unwonted Rage he breaks his Chains^ 
Making fierce Way thro* all the frightened Crowd, 
Which gaz'd, and trembled; fo divided flood 
Betwixt their Curiofity and Fear : 
At laft, he at the Altar laid him down. 
And feem'd to beg the Blow, which none durft give 5 
Then on a fuddcn ftiook the Air like Thunder 5 
And with unheard-of Bellowing breath'd his laft. 
When opcn'd, we beheld, with Eyes amaz'd, 
Thisboift*rousBeaft,thatrag*d withfomuchClamour, 
Yet had no Heart. 

C i£ s A R. 

And I fhould fcem like hlm^ 
Did I give way to ev'ry idle Fear. 

Priest* 
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Priest. 

Is it an Idle tiung to fear the Gods? 

Thou'rt in their Power, as the World in thine $ 

And each may own a Fear without a Bluflu 

Antony. 
Good Ci£SAR, be advis'd : in this one Thing 
Yield to your Friends, and fend the Senate Word 
You are not well. 

C i£ S A R. 

What, fend 'em an Excufe ! 
Have I in Conqueft ftretch'd my Arm fb far. 
And fear at laft to tell Grey-beards the Trath> 
No, Antony, Truth will bear out itfelf. 
I wpuld do much to give my Friends Content j 
So, let them know I (hall not come To-day ; 
Cannot, is falfe$ and that I dare not, falfer. 
I will not come : Go, tell it to the Senate. 

iTo Degius Brutus. 

Decius Brutus, 
But (hall not I pretend fpme Caufe for this > 

CifiSAR. 

The Caufe is in my Will. I will not go. 
That is enough to fatisfy the Senate. 

Decius Brutus. 
Sir^ I obey J but pardon my AfieAion, 



\S: 
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If it offends you with tmtimdy Care : 

The Senate is refolv'd to give a Crown 

ThisD&ytotnightyCifiSAR: Whaomt^il, 

But by To-morrow thdr loofe Minds may change ) 

Aflemblies are uncertain as the Sea, 

Which ebbs and flows, now rifes and now fails, 

Juft as the hum'rous Wind inclines to move. 

No Woman changes more than Crowds of Men. 

How weak your Fears fccm now^ good Antony ! 
I muft net let the fair Oc3ca(k>n fall.. 
Prepare tlie Ceremony i lam^'df^n 

BlttJTUS. - 

Prudfcfice Ih vain defends unhappy Men : 
When Heav'ti bfdaih^, the WiM hiftc to Ruin. 

tEiceunt t>fnnes. 



To be Jung after the Third AB^ by two aerial 
Sprits. 

Third C H O R U S. ^ 

rELL, oh! tell me, whence arijfc 
Thefe Difdrders m our Skies^ 

Rome's great Genius wiMly gazixU ' 
And the Gods fqem. all aaioz^d^ : 

IL 



,-.■,■«. '. 
Know, in Sight .of this Day's Son, 
Such a Decii is to be done^ 
Black enough to :fhrou4 the itight . 
Of all this" World in 4%alNighi;,. , . 

L 

What is this Deed? 

II. 
To kill a Man, 
The greateft Hnce Mankind began i 
Learned, eloquent, and wife, 
Gen'rous, merciful, andln:ave! 

Yet not too great a Sacrifice, 
The Liberty of Rome to favc? 

II. 
But willnot Goodness claim Regard } 
And docs not Worth d!eferve Rewud i 

X 
Dees not their Country lie at Stake ? 
Can they do too much for her Sake i 



BfitJb 
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B9tb Ugetber, 

TIk>' dreadfiil be tfab Doom of Em^ 
Jnft is dut Pofwir whidi sovcms all : 
Better this wond'tous Maa (hoald £dl, 

Tban a moft glodoo^ viitnons State 



j i ' 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Ths Scene a Street, through which Ces Aft pafe^ 
in Tomp to the Senate-hou/e, attended by thoje 
SetMtors who were with him at the End of the 
former A£f. 

^nter S^vkinka hafisfy. 

Cj&SAR. 

Ttt E Ides of March arc come* ^ 
ITJ? Spurinna; 

Spurinna. 

But not yet paft, 
.fie pleas'd^ gteat C^ar, to perufe thi3 Parchinent. 

Mes$ala. 
Tis from a Friend of CifiSAR^ . thi^ PetitiOtt s 
At your firft Leifurc read his hjiimble Suit. 

Spurinna. i 

Oh! CifiSAft, rcadiiUniefitfti 'tis for your Safety : 

Vol. L T Read 



ir« JVLIUS CMSAR. 

Is there a barb'rous j^coplc yet fo rude. 
Or fo remotfe, aS hot to fdar your Arms ? 
Ill make them join with all the World befides 
In due Sabmifllon to fupcrior Virtue. 
Is that great Tarthian King fo haughty grown> 
As not to revercfice this awful Senate ? 
My Arms (ball hafte to humble all his Pride, 
And bring him bowing to your leaft Commands. 
Others, to raiic themfclvcs, deprefi their Country? 
But 'my AmbifiOH is to make your Valour 
Shine out more bright to all the fubjed World. 
Yet vain were all iiiy Trium|rfis, if I fhould 
Be fear'd abroad, and not be lov'd at home; 
Therefore, what Enemy have I not pardon'd? 
The Name of Foe excufes Hate, and Harm 5 
And he that fears it leaft, forgives it fooncft. 
Cold Friends,indeed,are fomcthing more provoking} 
Yet I can pafs them by with Scorn and Pity. 
The equal Law fhall run its even Courfe j 
Nothing fhall intcrpofc, except my Mercy j 
Jufticc herfelf may lean that way fometimes^ 
Plain Merit fnall not languifh unregarded. 
While cunning Courtfliip fteals away the Pavour^ 
On this depend ^ and while I govern thus. 
You will not grudge, if 1 fhall govern long 5 

Anjl 



And not rcfign my Pow'i:, liKc ujil? vn'd Sxhi^A^ 
For want of Skill to ufc it. 

Qasca. 
Oh ! I can hold no longer. 
{They all Jiab Cms KKy who ftru^ks with 
them till he fees Brutus ftrike. 

What, BRUTU^too! Nay, then 'tis Time to die. 
{Falls down^ and covers himfelfwith his Robes. 

Brutus. 
Liberty! Frccdonal Tyr^ny is dead. 
Nay, ftirnpt^ worthy Lorcjfs, norbeamaz'dj 
We mean no Harm to any Roman here : 
Conful, ret;ire, for fear the coming Crowd 
Should prcfs too much upon your fev'rcnd Age. 

CASSJUf. 

Run to the Streets, and cry ou,t^ Liberty ! 
Ring in their J^ars aloud that pkaitng Sounds * 
Stoop, RpmanSy ftoop. 
And let us bathe our Hands in CiC;sAR's Blood, 
Befpot our Garments, and befmeajr our Swords j ^ 
Then walk we forth into the Market-place, 
And waving our red Weapons o*er our Heads, 

T ? Ciy 
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Cfy out aloud. Freedom and Liberty ! 

Brutus. 
The Deed is done, what need wc triumph in it ? 



S C EN E IV. 

Enter ^Senator. 

Well now, what News? 

Senator. 
The People arc amaz'd. 
Cry out, and ftarc, and run about the Streets, 
As in an Earthquake. 

[Xl^^y ^11 ftoop dawn to C^esarV Bodjr^ exceft 
Brutus. 

C A S C A. 

How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be aded o'er. 
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown I 

Trebonius. 

How many times (hall C^£sar bleed in Sport, 

While the attentive Throng (hall melt in Tears, 

TofechisFaU! 

Brutus. 

As d% as that fhall be. 

So 
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So often fhall this Knot of us be call'd 
The' Men who gave their Country Liberty. 
Let's venture forth. 

Cass I us. 
Come, on then, let's away. 
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his Steps 
With all the beft and boldeft Sons of Rome. 

Brutus. 
What ! Antony returned, and without Arnis! 



SCENE V. 

Enter Antony, and taking no Notice ofthem^ 
falls on his Knees to Cmsak's Body. 

Antony. 

I was unable to defend thy Life, 
And therefore now can fcarce endure my own. 
Thou great good Man ! Is all thy Race of Glory 
Brought to this wretched End ? Didft thou fcom 

Death 
In all thofe bloody Fields, to find it here ? 
Oh, 'tis I feel it 5 thou art paft the Pain j 
But in my Heart 'tis afted o'er and o'er. 
For ev ry Thought of thee, and of thy Love, 

T4 Gives 
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Gives mc frcfh Sorrow : Take my Tribute here 
Of Sighs and Tears thatalways (hall attend thee^ 

I ask your Pardon, noble Lords j my Thoughts 
Were too much there, to look on aught beiides. 
Yet think not I repent of what I faid^ 
For I will fpeak the Praifes of my Friend, 
Nor fear ev n Heav'n^ (hould it reply in Thunder. 
He was my Friend, and I will ftill be his, 
Tho* the Gods rage, and Mankind meanly joins j 
Who fhew Regard to Heav'n in nothing elfc 
But flighting Merit, when the Gods forfake it, 
iTet I, of all fuipefted, and alone. 
Will boldly thus embrace this precious Body. 
Nay, gaze not on me with fuch threatening Looks; 
Think not, that if I valu'd now my Life, 
I am ib foolifh to expofe it thus. 
What Hour fo fit for me, what Death fo glorious. 
As here to fall with Caesar, and by you. 
The Matter Spirits^ fure, of all the World J 
Kill me then quickly 5 kill me with thofe Daggers 
That reek in Blood of him I lov'd fo well : 
For, could I languifh out a thoufand Years, 
I ne'er fhould find myfclf fo fit to die : 
riis now a Plcafure, what may be a Pain. 

Brutus. 

■ .7 

Oh ! AiYTONY, bfg not your Death of us, 

Yoa 
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You little, think, when you coi;amendcd C^s^i^, 
How much my foften'd Heart approy'd your Praife, 
Rough tho' we feem, and tho'our Hand$ arip blpo^ 
Yet, Antony, you only fee our Hands, 
Which, free, a^ thofe of Juftice, from all Rage, 
Have done a Deed, fpite of our fofter Souls. 
Yoi|r Frien4,(hip tQ.dead C.€sar wc cfteem^ 
And value yours thq more : then join with us 
To i^Vilc^Rom^ firm in it^.ancien; Freedom; 
And we will join with you tp make you grc^t j 
As great as can confift with y berty . 

Q A S.&I us. 

Your Voice ftiall found as high as any Man's 
In the Ele£fcion of new Magiftratcs. 

Brutus. 
Only be patient till you hiear the Caufc 
Of all this feeming Cruelty. You know 
C.£SAR us'd me as kindly as yourfelf. 
Were I ambitious, or fought private Ends, 
This, fur€> was not the Way. Witnefs, you Gods!^ 
None e'er who kiU'd himfclf, Ipv'd him he flew. 
Better |:han i lov'd C^sar ! 

Antony. 
Oh my Heart! 

Hold 
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Hold up a while, and help me to diflfcmble ! lAJuU. 
Give me your Hands, I muft accept your Love, 
Moft noble Brutus, and yours, Caius Cassius, 
Alas ! my Credit ftands on flipp'ry Ground } 
And there's a Precipice on either Side. 
To anfwer this your Gentleneft with Rage, 
(When you thus fpare me ev'n againft my Will) 
That would appear but a too rough Return: 
Yet may not this too look like Fear, or Flatt'ry J 
That I lov'd CifiSAR, I muft ever own 5 
That he lov'd me, his Favours fhew'd too well : 
How ihall I do my Part to him, and you ? 
TJnlefs you will vouchfafe to give tUc Reaibns 
Why Ci£SAR died ; and let me bury him 
(As it becomes his Friend) with decent Honour: 
Then III but ftecp his Alhes in my Tears, 
And in his cold Urn fmother all my Sorrow. 

Brutus. 
Tis juft, we grant it 5 take his Body hence j 
And I will join myfelf to do him Honour. 

Cassius. 
Hold, Brutus 5 firft confider well of that : 
The eafy Rabble may be mov d againft us. 
Who knows how Rhet ric may prevail on Fools ? 

Brutus. 
Wc need not, Cassius, be fo much concern Vl 5 

Now 



JULIUS CJESAR. 283 

Now Rome's fecurc, there's no fucli thing as Danger. 
T was Ci£SAR's Soul we fear'd, and that once gone. 
We cannot ufe his.h^rmlefs Corpfe too well. 

Cassius. 
But yet I fear the worft. 

Brutus. 

Bcfidcs, rilgo. 
And fpeak before him in the Market-place. 
But, Antony, your Praife muft be fo nice. 
As not to blame our Adion : you may fliew 
Both Love to CifiSAR, and Efteem df us. 

.Cassius. 
His Speech fhall be your Pattern 5 fo we leave you 
To pay that Pity which you owe your Friend. 

lExeunt all but Antont. 



SCENE VI. 

Antony, who Jlands over theBody ofC&SKK^alone. 

Antony. 
Pity indeed ! but what a wretched Change : 
That thou fhouldft move it ! Thou, whofe wond'rous 

Soul 
Was high as e'er Humanity attained 5 
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Yet gaitle ^ the humblcft pf Mankind. 

lEfiterJbme Frien4s ^Antony. 

Thy vaft Arn|>itioii was but juft, and lil;c 

The Element of Fire when firft created. 

Which foar d above the reft, to (hine more glorious. 

And chcar the under World with Light ^d Heat. 

Thou ftill (halt Ihinc a Comet, and portend 

A black and blqody Scene of Civil War. 

Thefe Wpvuids infpire me with prophetick Skill,, 

Which lii;e dumb Mouths op'riijcig their blpody Lip^ 

Seem t;o ii>tre^t the Uft'rance of iny Tpngi^c. 

Now the whole Wptld difturb'd, will vo^ thee foon } 

Men (hall bemoan their Matter, beat their Breafts, 

And lay upon thy Death all their Misfortunes. 

Wars, Bloodfhed, Maflacres, fuch horrid Deeds, 

And fatal Fury, (hall be fo familiar. 

That Cuftom fhall take off all Senfe of Crime, 

And Shame and Guilt fhall be but Words forgot. 

Loft in the boundlefs Licence of the Times. 

Come, let us bear him to the Market-place^ 
This is a Jewel yet, thp' dropt by Ifortune^ 
With which we'll purchafe Popularity, 
And fct up for ourfelves in this new World. 
Our Tears and Grief will foftcn their hard Hearts, 

Fit 
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Fit to tcccive rmprcffion from our Wbtds. ' 
And when Crowds liften once, there is no Fe^r: 
They have the People's Hearts, who have their Ear^ 
{^Exeunt with the Bddy of QmsLvl. 



To be Jung after the Fourth A6i. 

Fourth CHORUS. 

T T OW great a Curfe has Providence 

-*• ^ Thought fit to caft on Human-kind 1 

Learning, Courage, Eloquence, 

' The gentleft Nature, nobleft Mind, 

Were intermixt in one alone 5 

Yet in one Moment overthrown. 

Could Chance, or fendcfs Atoms join 

To form a Soul fo great as his ? 
Or would thofe Pow'rs we hold Divine, 

Deftroy their own chief Mafter-picce ? 
Where fo much Difficulty lies, 
The doubtful are the only wife. 

And 
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And, what muft more perplex our Thoughts; 

Great Jove the bcft of Romans fends. 
To do the very worft of Faults, 

And kill the kindeft of his Friends. 
All this is far above our Reach, 
Whatever Priefts prefume to preach. 



ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

S C E N E f)&^ Forum. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius, followed by Crowds 
of Citizens. 

First Citizen. 

* Ehold the Men who have delivered Rome ! 



B 



Second Citizen. 
Brutus has freed us all^ and he (hall rule us. 

Third Citizen. 
We will be free, and ferve the noble Brutus. 

Brutus. 
Why, Friends, ye fpeak Impoflibilitiesj 
Would ye be free, yet ferve ? how odd that founds! 
I grieve to fee you bear your Change no better. 
But give me leave to fatisfy you all. 
Why we have done this Deed, and for whofe Sakes. 
m go up here 5 they who will hear me, ftay 5 
The reft may follow Cassius, and hear him. 

First 
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First Citizen. 
I would hear Brutus (peak. 

Second Citizen. 

Ill follow Cassius : 
And well compare together What they fay. 

Third Citizen. 
The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence ! 

Brutus. 

Priends, dcareft Countrymen, and \fOit\\y Romans % 

You Lovers of your Laws and Liberties; 

Hear mc'throughout With Patience, not WlthPaffipn: 

For, tho' your Kindncft is my chief Contenttticfet, 

I would not owe your Judgment of this Deed 

Jo any thing but Reafon well informed. 

Who is it here thinks Casar innocent? 

I was his Friend, and yet I thought him guilty j 

And Faults are great, which Friends cannot forgive. 

Why fhould I kill him then but for your Sakes? 

A Wretch vtrho yields a Limb to be cut off, 

D6es only that to five a Life that's dearer : 

And when a grieving Parent whips his Child, 

Call it Corredion, but not Cruelty. 

if then the very beft of Caesar's Friends 

Should ask me. Why I kill'd him I Thus I anfwer : 

It was not that I lov'd him Icfs than hej 

But 
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feut 'twis bccaufe I Ibv'd my COttntry moti. 

Wbu'd you have Cjesar liVc, and ditf all Slaves J 

Rather than have him dedd^ to liVc all Freemen i 

As CifiSAR Idv'd ine, dh ! I weep for him ) 

As he was fotuiiate^ I can rejoice j 

As he was valiint > I honour him : 

But, as he was ambitious, Iflcwhinii 

Who's here fo bafe/ as wdiild bbconie a Boildtrtahi^ 

If any, {peak 5 for him I have offended. 

Who's here fo rude, that wduld nek be a Roman f^ 

If any, fpeaks for him I have offended; 

Who's here fo vile, to value any thing, 

Ev'n his beft Friend, before the Publiek Good > 

I own, nay boaft, I have offended him; 

What fay you, Cduntfyiheh* 

Citizen* 

None, BRUtl/si, hotiti 

Brutus. 

Then hone have t offended by bis Death; 

The Reafon for it (hall be fair enroll'd 5 

His Glory not diminifh'd in the leafl. 

Here cdmes his Body, mdurn'd by good ANTo^f iU^j 

Enter Antony with the Bod^ of Cjes ak; 

Who, tho'aFriendof C/£SAR^ is ours too 5 
.And fo has leave to bury him with Honour^ 

Vol, I tr "^^ 
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In a free Goverment all fhould be Friends : 
And he, who would have fav'd this C^sksls Life, 
Shall yet receive Advantage by his Deaths 
Freedom of Vote in governing the World: 
As which of you fliall want it > I conclude 3 
That, as I flew my Friend to fave my Country^ 
I here have the fame Dagger for my felf, 
Whenever Rome (hall wi(h, or need my Death* 

lT>efcends. 
First Citizen. 
Live, Brutus, live : bring him in Triumph home. 

Second Citizen. 

Give him a Statue by his Anceftors. 

Third Citizen* 
Let him be Ci£SAR. 

Fourth Citizen. 

CifiSAR was nothing to him ) 
Let hira be crown'd, I will have Brutus crown'd. 

Brutus. 
Hold, worthy Countrymen. 

First Citizen. 
Peace; Silence. 

Second Citi2Sen* 

Peaces ^ 

For Brutus fpcaks agaiot 
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Vou'U makii mc draw this Dagger once igain i 

But 'tis againft my felf ; for I would die 

Your FcIlo>v-Fnend, rather than live your LOrd. 

Vou almoft make me wi{)i Qmsksu alive : 

If one muft rule> there's none could do it better^' 

Pray hear MAkd-ANXdNY j for my fake hcaU him { 

HefpeaksbyOurPermiifion, slnd is noble. 

But, while he praifes CifiSAil, then remember 

1 honour'd him as much, but lov'd you more. 

Nay» flay, %<i66, Rmans i not a Man go with mej 

Fiilst CttizfiWi 
fhis ti^Ail was a Tyf ant j Brutus fays fb j 
And no Man living knows a Tyrant betten 

Second CttiZEK. 
t'otj iSfeiglliboufSi why fiiould Brutus kill him clfc> 
He lov'd him. Therefore fare he was a Tyrant* 

THikD Citizen. 
Kotably faid! anfwcf mc that who can. 
But eome> let*s hear Marc Antony a little. 

A il T O N Yi 

f dt Bfttl]Mii*idifc« I «m bcbokl«a to you* 
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First Citizen. 
What's that of Brutus ? beft fpeak well of Biturtr^^ 

Second Citizen. 
How's this? What does he fay, for Brutus' fake? 

Third Citizen. 
He fays, for Brutus' fake he is beholden to us. 

Second Citizen. 
Oh, very well j go up Marc Antony. 

Antony. 
Shall I go up, and will you give me leave! 

Citizens. 
Ay, ay. lA.i^'roi^Y afcends. 

Antony. 

Friends, Countrymen, znd Romans^ hear me gently 5 

I come to bury C^sar, not to praife him. 

Lo here the fatal End of all his Glory : 

The Evil that Men do, lives after them 5 

The Good is often bury'd in their Graves^: 

So let it be with C^sar. Noble Brutus 

Has told you Ci£SAR was ambitious : 

If he was fo, then he was much to blame ^ 

And he has dearly paid for his Offence. 

I come to do my Duty to dead C^sar. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the reft. 

He was my Friend, faithful and juft to mej 

But yet it feems he was ambitious. 

Bru- 
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Brutus has faid it, I muft fay it too 5 

For Brutus is a Man of ftrideft Honour. 

Tlioufands of Captives C^sar brought to Rome, 

Whofe Ranfom often fiird the Publick Coffers. 

Was this Ambition ? BrutUs fays it Was : 

And Brutus is an honourable Man. 

When wretched Orphans cry'd, C.£sar would weep 5 

So weep for them, that they have wept no more : 

Ambition feldom is fo tender-hearted. 

You all have feen how at the Publick Sports, 

Out of a foolifli and too forward Love, 

He was prefentcd with the kingly Crown, 

Which he then thrice refused 5 was this Ambition ? 

Yet Brutus fays he was ambitious. 

And Brutus is a Man we all muft honour. 

I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke. 

But muft as little wrong this dead, good Man. ' 

You all did love him once, not without Caufe : 

And will you hate him dead? whom you lov'd living i 

OJuftice, Juftice! whither^ thpu fled? 

For Men have loft their Reafon, Bear with nvc $ . 

My Heart's beneath that Mantle there with CifiSAR j 

And I muft paufc a while, till it conies back. \Weefs. 

First Citizen. 

Methinjcs there's much of Rcafon in his Sayings, 
If you confidcr rightly of the Matter. 

U 3 CiE- 



$94^ JVLIUS CMSAR, 

Cifi$AR has had fome wrong* 

Second Citizek. 

Has hc^ my Matters ? 
They will have much ado to miaj^e amends to him, 
I fear ^^^? will a worfe comp in his plac^. 

Third Citizen. 
Mark'dyouhisWordjsj? he x^ould not take the CrQWQ ; 
Therefore 'tis certain he was dot ambitious. 

First Citizen. 

Jf it be found fbj^ fame (hall pay dear for it. 

Second Citizen. 
See, if ^ood Antony can fp?ak for Weeping I 

Third Citizen. 
Therij's not a nobl«:r Man in Rome than ^nton^?, 

Second Citizen. 
Bjat mark him j he begms again to fpc^,. 

Antony, 
put yeftcrday the Word of Ccsar might 
Have pafs*d through all th? World : >Jo\y he lie? there, 
And none fo low to do him Reverence. 
Oh Romans / if J were di(pos*d to move 
your Hearts a^id Minds to Mutiny and Ragc^ 
I fhould do Brutvs wrong, and Cassi us wrong, 
Who^ ypuallknow^j are honoujfabl? Men. 

* ' ■ ¥« 
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Yet here's a Parchment with the Seal of C*£Sar, 

I found it ill his Clofct j 'tis his Will : 

Let but the Commons hear this Teft anient, 

(Which^ pardon me^ I do not mean to read) 

And they would run and k ifs dead C ^sa r's Wounds, 

And dip their Napkins in his facrcd Blood > 

Nay, beg a Hair of his for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Wills, 

Bequeathing it as a ridi Legacy 

To their dear IlTuc, 

Fourth Citizen. 
We'll hear this Will ; read it. Marc AWTOKr. 

All. 
[The WiU, the Will, we muft hear Cesar's WiUf 

Antony. 

JlH^vc Patience, gentle Friends; I muft not read it $ 
It is not fit you know how C^sar lov'd you, 

[You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but Men } 
itid being Men, heariqg the Will of C^,5 

ill will inflame you, it will make you ma<? 

[*Tis well you know not that you are his J 
For if you did, oh I what might come o) 

Third Citizen, 

f K«d tiac Willj Antony; for we ^* 
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Antony. 
Will you be patient I will you ftay a while l 
J have o'erfliot my felf to tell you of it y 
I fear I wrong the honourable Men, 
Wbofc Daggers ftabb'd the undefended Cmsak^ 

First Citizen. 
Tyaytors and Rogues ! they honourable Men I 

Second Citizen, 

Villains and Murderers ! Come, re^idfUcWiUt 

A.NTONy. 

You will compel me.then to yead tji? ^Vill. 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Ccsah, 
And let me ftiew you him tha? made the Will. 
Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave I 

All. 
Come down. 

First Citizen. 
Defcend, you ihall have leave. 

Seconp Citizen. 

Third Citizen. 

Staiid off a while j ftand from thp Body there. 

Fourth Citizen. 
^ake Room for Antony, moft noble Ant9Ny, 
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Antony. 

JsTay, prcfs not fo upon me, gentle Friends. 

If you have Tears, . prepare to fhed 'em now. 

You all have feen thi;5 Mantles I remember 

The firft Time ever Caesar put it on j 

■Twas on a Summer's Ev ning in his Tent, 

After a glorious Fight againflr your Foes. 

Look ! in this Place ran CASS]fuaf' Dagger through! 

See what a Rent the envious Casca made ! 

Here, here, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb^dj 

And as he pluf Vd his curfed Steel aw^y, 

Mark how the Blood of Caesar followed it ! 

As ruftiing out abroad, to be refolv'4 

If it were Brutus fo unkindly ftruck ? 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's Fav'ritej 

Judge, O you Gods ! how dearly C^sar lov'd him. 

This, this was the unkindeft Stroke of all ! 

For when undaunted Caesar faw him ftab. 

Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traytors Arms, 

Quite vanquifh'd him. Then burft his mighty Heart 5 

Then in his Mantle muiHing up his Face, 

Under a Croud of Villains, C^sar fell. 

Oh! what a Fall was there, my Countrymen ! 

Then I, and you,- and Rome itfclf too fell. 

While bloody Tteifon flourifh'd o'er our Heads. 

Oh ! now you weep, and I perceive you feel 

The Dint of Pity 5 thefe are worthy Drops. 

Kjnd Soul^! what! weep you when you but behold 
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Our CifiSAR's Vcftor^ torn \ Oh ! then look hete \ 
Here is himfclf, maogMyon^byTraytors! 

iTah^strffth? Mantle^ 

First Citizev. 
O uiQitfnful Sight ! 

SscoND Citizen, 
quel Tray tois, Villiun^! 

Third Citizen. 
O fioble C^esAR ! but w<ll be reveng'd. 
Set fire, kill, flay, let not a Trayto^ live, 

Antqny. 
Stay, Countrymen. 

Fourth Citizen, 
Fea^e there; he fpeaks again. 

•^ All. 

We'll hear him, follow him, and die with him., 

Antony, 
Good Friends, dear Friends, let me not (Ur you up 
To fuch 4 fudden Flame of Mutiny. 
They who have doiie this Deed, arc Men of Not^ ; 
What private Griefs; they had, ^as! I know not. 
Which made them do it $ they arc wond'fous wile. 
And will, no doubt, give you fomcShew of ReafoA, 
Icomenotj, F^i;n4sa to. ft^ away your Hearts : 

lam 
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I ani no Orator, as Casstob is$ 
Put as you know me all, a plainer blunt Man,^ 
Who love my Friend; and that they know full well]^' 
Who gave me leave to fpeak in publick of him ; 
For I have neither Art, nor Words, nor Worth, 
^aion, nor Utt'rance, nor the Pow'r of Speech, 
To ftir Mens Blood $ I only fpcafc plain Truth, 
And tell you that which you already know ; 
Shew you dear Caesar's Wounds, poor, poor, duntbr 

Mouths, 
And bid them fpeak for me : But, were I BRtJTu^^ 
And Brutus here 5 io great an Orator 
Would rou?c up cv'ry Soul, and put a Tongue 
In ev ry Wound of C^sar, which fhould move 
The very Stones to rife and mutinjr. 

All, 

We'll mutiny 5 well burn the Houfc of Brutus, 

Fourth CrTizEN. 
Away then, (jomp, ftek the Gonlpirators. 

Al^TONY. 

Yet hear me. Countrymen, yet hear me fpeak. 

All, 
Peace, ho! h^i^ Antony, moft noble Antony. 

Antony. 

\V^hjr, Friqids, you go to do you know not what* 

Where* 
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Wherein has Cmskk thus dcfcrv'd your Love J . 
Alas ! you know not $ I muft tell you then. 
You have forgot the Will I told you of. 

All. 
Tis true, the Will $ let's ftay and hear the Will. 

Antony. 
Here is the Will, and under Caesar's Seal 5 
To cv'ry Roman Citizen he gives. 
To ev'ry fev ral Man, fev nty-five Drachma's. 

Third Citizen. 
Wf U faidj thofc Drachma's will coft fbrn? Men dear, 

Ali,, 
Moft gen'rous Caesar ! we'll revenge his Dtath» 

Antony. 
Hear me with Patience. 

All. 
Peace ho ! noble Caesar ! 

Antqny. 
Moreover, he has left you all his Walks, 
His private Gardens, and new-planted Orchards 
On this fide Tiber ^ here he gives to you, 
And to your Heirs for ever 5 publick Pleafures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate your fclves. 
HerQ was a C^csar ! when comes fuch another } 

All, 



O never, never 5 come, *irs, come away. 

Antony. i. 

Hold, hold, myMaftcrs, ftay one Moment longer j 
Now keep your Hearts from breaking if you &si : 
Prepare ye now to burft with Grief and Anger. 
Behold this Scroll, the very Hand of C^fiSAR ! 
In it he notes this firm and fettled Purpofe ; 
Firft to fubdue the Tartbians, our worft Foes, 
And then reftore Rome to her ancient Freedom. 
'' ril keep the Pow'r, faith he, of Rome's DiGtztori 
** Till I have vanquifh'd all her Enemies : 
" Then, oh ye Gods! may (he be free for ever, 
'' Tho' at th' Expencc of all our deareft Blood ! :* 
That precious Blood is here indeed let out. 
But Where's the Liberty we purchafc by it? 
Slaves as we are to Murderers and Villains. 

fiKST Citizen. 
We'll bum his Body in the Holy Place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Villains Houfcs, 

Second Citizen. 

Take up the Body. 

Third Citizen. 

Go, fetFirej pulldown 
The very Senatc-houfe where Cjesar dy'd. 

An- 
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Antomv. 

^t let it work : Mirchief» thou art afoot^ 

Take nowwhatCourfe thou wilt! Dcftruaiori,Ru}ri7 

The baneful LTue of To black a Deed ! 

Ambition, when unbounded, brings a Carrey 
But an AJTaiTmatc dcfcives a worfc;* 
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PROLOGUE. 

By the AUTHOR. 

OUR Scene is Athens. And great Athens nanid^ 
What Soulfo dull as not to be injlanid? 
Methinksy at mentioning that facredTlace^ 
A rev* rend Awe appears in ev'ry Face^ 
For Menfo fanidy of fuch prodigious^ art Sy 
As taught the World all Sciences and Arts. 

Amidft allthefe^ ye jhall behold a Man 
The mojl applauded fince Mankind began i 
Out-Jbining enfn thofe Greeks who moft excel i 
Whofe Life was one fix'd Courfe of doing well. 
Oh ! who can therefore without Tears attend 
Onfuch aLifCy and fuch a fatal End? 

But here our Author^ bejides other Faults 
Of illExpreJJionSy ar^ of vulgar Thoughts^ 

Vol. I. X Cotiw 
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Commits one Crime that needs an AB of Grace ^ 

And breaks the Law of Unity of T lace : 

Tety to fuch noble TatriotSy overcome 

By factious Violence^ and banijh'd Rome, 

Athens alone a fit Retreat could yield: 

And where can BRVTvsfallj but in Philippi Field? 

Some Cr it icks judge ^ ev'n Love itfelftoo mean 
A Care to mix injuch a lofty Scene ^ 
And with thofe antient Bards ^Greece believe 
Friendjhip hasftronger Charms to pleafe or grieve : 
But our more am'rous Toety finding Love^ 
Amidfi all other Cares ^ flilljhines above i 
Lets not the beft (T^ Romans end their Lives ^ 
Without juft Softnefsfor the kindeji Wives. 
Tet, if ye think his gentle Nature Juch^ 
As to have f oft en' d this great Tale too muchj 
Soon will your Eyes grow dry^ and Tajfionfalli 
When ye refieBy 'tis all but conjugal. 

This to the Few and Knowing was addrefi s 
And now 'tis fit Ijhould/alute the reft. 

Moft reverend dull Judges of the Tit^ 
By Nature cur ^d with the wrong Side of Wit ! 

Tou 
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Tou need not care what-e'eryoufee To-night^ 
How ill JomeTlayers a£i^ or Toets write ^ 
Should our Mijlakes be never fo not or ions j 
Tou' II have the Joy of being more (enforious : 
Shew your jmall Talent theny let that fuffice ye i 
But grow not vain upon ity ladvife ye i 
Each petty Critic can Ohje^ions raife^ 
The greatefi Skill is knowing when to fraife. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 

A Vefiibule in Athens. 
Enter Lucilius and V a r i u s. 

LUCILIUS. 

Xpress upon Exprcfs arrives 
from Rome. 

Their Veneration for moft 
noble Brutus 

Is now revived, and makes all 
mourn his Abfcnce. 

Varius. 
But yet fbme threaten to 

deftroy us here, 
X 3 lo^ 
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For giving Shelter to that worthy Roman : 
What means this Contradiftion ? 

Lucinus. 

ril inform you. 
Our Empire groan d beneath the Pow*r of C.€sar 
A Man fo fam'd for Clemency and Courage, 
(Qualities charming ev'n in Enemies) 
That none, tho' virtuous, could refolve to a£t 
A bold and noble Deed, which all Men wifli'd. 

V A R I U S. 

You mean the Death of C^sar. Pray go on. 

LuciLius. 
At length, a Man of all the World inclined 
The leaft to Violence, or any Pafllon 5 
A Man fublimely wife, exactly juft 

V A R I u s. 

After this Charaftcr, you need not name him 

Luc iL I us. 
Brutus, the Head of all thofe noble Spirits 
Who (hine at Rome^ and rule the under World, 
Sclcfts the very choiccft of them all. 
And fells the Tyrant in the very Senate* 

V A R I U S. 

This Deed of Brutus fcems the Will of Heav'n, 

Lu- 
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LUCILIUS. 

And fo accounted for his wond'rous Virtue. 

The Soldiers, Senators, and common People, 

(If among Romans they can be fo call'd) 

Evn the beft Friends of C^sar followed Brutus, 

As the avow'd Deliverer of his Country: 

Till his foft Nature, and his gen'rous Spirit, 

Rcfign d the Corps to be interred with Honour. 

V A R I u s. 

That made this fatal Change, as we are told. 

L u c I L I u s. 
Moft true, in thofe that heard the fam'd Oration. 
What is it Eloquence cannot perfuade ? 
Reafon itfelf comes over to its Side. 
Thus Antony, foon as liis Speech was ended, 
Rais'd in that Heat fo great a Rage againft us. 
As fore d ev n Friends to aft the Part of Foes : 
Yet now the Wife repent, and rev rence Athens 
For thus fupporting the moft worthy Brutus. 

V A R I u s. 

The Roads from Rome are fiU'd by valiant Crouds, 
Who fly from Safety, to partake our Danger. 

LuciLius. 
No Wonder : fince Virtue has ever fix'd 
Kind Correfpondence between Rome and Athens. 

X 4 T^^ 
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The Youth oiRomCy and all whom Rome has cott- 

qucr'd, 
Hither repair to learn Philofophy. 
Chief among thefe, you (Son of famous Tuluy) 
Advis'd no doubt by your illuftrious Father, 
Invited Brutus and his Brother Cassius 
To make great Athens Centre of the War. 

V A R I u s. 
And fhc has own'd your Caufe in ample manner. 
Armies arc levy'd, and vaft Sums arc rais'd. 
In the Defence of Roman Liberty. 

LuciLius. 
Oh ! noble Efforts of rcpublick Spirit ! 
Why this is being Friends to Human-kind 5 
Which, next to Hcav n, is moft obliged to thofc 
Who refcue Liberty from vile Oppreffion. 

Varius. 
Our ancient Heroes thus grew Gods thcmfelves : 
Befides, 'tis in a manner Self-defence 
To help in neighbmig Dangers 5 for it hinders 
Future Incroachments on ourfelves at home. 

LuciLius. 
Of that, Atheti.ms are almoft too jealous : 
Ev n with Ingratitude they crufh Ambition, 
And banilh Merit, when the leaft afpiring, 

Va- 
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V A R I U S. 

Moft wifely do they ad, nayjuftlytoo: 

For we reward a Leader's Service beft. 

In barring him the Means of doing Mifchief. 

Happier, much happier had it been for Caesar, 

Had he been banifh'd, while yet innocent. 

Than e'er returned triumphant o'er his Country. 



SCENE II. 

Enter Dolabella, jpulUng off his T^lfguife. 

LUCILIUS. 

What! Dolabella here ? 

Dolabella. 
A Friend to Varius, 
Sent by Antonius in moft fecret manner. 
To ask an Interview of noble Brutus, 
Before the Soldier joins in bloody Battle. 
Who knows but each great Chief may grow more 

kind. 
In Sight of wond'ring Armies may embrace. 
And Rome fliall fmilc at their returning Friends? 

\Exit LuciLius. 

V a R I u s. 
And can you think that Brutus flew great Julius/ 

To 
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To fuflcr Tyranny in other Hands > 

DOLABELLA. 

Alas ! that Tyranny is but a Word, 

Us'd only by us when we hate our Ruler. 
Have we not found (youll pardon me, good Varius) 
That ev n this Change you call Deliverance 
Has but remov'd one Hardftiip for a greater, 
A fingle Grievance for a Civil War? 

Varius. 
What do I hear ! Is any Grievance equal 
To that moft abjeft State of being Subjeds 
To Will, to Paflion, or to lawlcfs Humour > 

DoLABELIiA. 

Yet thefe Expreflions fhcw 'tis not mere ruling. 
But ruling ill, you fear. When Prudence fways, 
TTis Happinefs, not Slav'ryj.to be governed. 
To blefs our Times with Plenty, and with Plcafurcs, 
Prevent Difordcrs, and promote Diversions, 
Hinder us all from hurting one another. 
Take all the Cares, and leave us all the Joys, 
Can only be accomplifh'd by great Power, 
When plac'd in fuch a Man as God-Uke Brutus. 

Varius. 
Where is Content or Plcafure under Force ? 
The Freedom of Man's Will not Heav'n conftrains : 

Who 
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Who wants it, and endures it, is a Brute. 
Yet put the Cafe fome Phoenix Prince fliould reign, 
A Vultur might fucceed ; a Son, or Brother, 
Who will undo in a few Months of Folly, 
(For ftiort will be his Rcgin, tho' feeming long) 
Whatever the Wife had been whole Years contriving. 
Like Brutus, did you fay? A Man like Brutus 
No more would be a Sovereign, than a Slave : 
A Man fo virtuous, and fo wife, well knows 
Tis better much to bear than do a Hardfhip. 

DOLABELLA. 

What Hardfliip's done by ading for Mens Good? 

V A R I u s. 
What Good can come from arbitrary Sway? 
The choiccft Fare, forcd down, will cloy the Sto- 
mach. 
But here he comes himfelf to hear your Meflfagcc 
At once the humbleft and the highcft Mind 
That ever fhin'd in all our Roman Story ! 

lExit Varius. 

\ 

SCENE IIL 

Enter Brutus. 

Brutus- 
A Mcflagc from Antonius claims a Hearing, 
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Whom» tho* my Enemy, I ftill cftccm. 

DOLABELLA. 

His boldcft Widies aim at nothing higher; 
And therefore thus aflfures moft noble Brutus^ 
That what he has done was by Nature forced, 
Frcxn his frelh Sorrow for his flaughter'd Friend j 
But now liis bleeding Country moves him more^ 
And his Soul fhakcs at Sight of Civil War. 
Secure him but by taking Sov reign Pow'r, 
To you alone he joins with all his Force. 

Brutus. 
And I abandon Cassius, and my Friends! 

DOLABELLA. 

Far be it from me to propofe fuch Bafenefs. 

May they, and we, be happy under you. 

And the whole World once govern d by theVirtuous* 

Brutus. 
Ah ! DoL ABELLA, little do you know 
The Mind of Brutus. When I flew your Cj£SAr, 
Think you it was Ambition i Jove is Witnefs, 
I would have crown d him rather than myfelfi 
But Rome claimed Freedom, tho' by Caesar's Death 5 
Tho* by Deftrudion of my deareft Friend : 
And free fhe ftiall be ftill, if I prevail. 
ANTON1U5 joining in that glorious Work^ 

May 
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May claim whatc er a Commonwealth can pwz^ 
Nay, I will be his Soldier in her Service. 
Then, neither he nor we fhall longer ftrivc. 
But only who (hall ferve his Country beft. 

DOLABELLA. 

Will you then rather fee the World in Arms, 
Than govern it yourfclf to make it happy i 

Brutus. 
May the great Gods deftroy that World and me. 
If e'er I fuffcr Rome to be enQav'd ! 
Rome, that has toil'd for Fame fo many Ages, 
By Valour, and by Virtue tam'd Mankind, 
Soften'd rude Minds, and in the wildeft Soils 
Eftablifli'd Manners arid Humanity 5 
And, cultivating Youth with ftrideft Care, 
Hrft taught Urbanity, that ufeful Art 
Of being moft politely fociable 5 
(A Virtue fcarce known in the World befidc. 
And chiefly owing to our Liberty) 
Gods! (hall all this fink into mean Submiflion! 
Which in a Moment would debafe our Souls, 
Like thofe in wretched Governments around us. 

DOLABELLA. 

But yet Submiffion feems defign'd by Nature : 
,Why, clfe, has Ihe beftow'd fuch diff'rent Talents? 

Somc^ 
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Some, like your own, with Worth, and Skill to 

govern ; 
And Thoufands only fitted to obey. 

Brutus. 
As well you might imagine harmlefs Sheep 
Only created for the ravenous Wolf. 

DOLABELLA. 

But is Man blameable for maft 'ring both? 

Brutus. 
No J for thofeBeafts are of inferior Rank: 
But where does Nature, orthc WillofHeav'n, 
Subjed a Creature to one like itfelf ? 
Man is the only Brute enflavcs his Kind. 

DoLABELLA. 

Tis not the Shape, but Soul, that fhews the Likenefs ; 
Is a mere Changeling like a Man of Prudence ? 

Brutus. 
A Man of Prudence never will at once 
Make both himfelf and all the World unhappy. 
Think you that 'tis for Envy Kings are hated? 
Pity would rather plead in their Defence, 
Did we not more compaffionate their Subjects. 
Alas! they fcarce have one contented Hour j 
Few to confide in, and whole Crowds to fear j 

Afham^d 
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AdianVd to rule fo many wifcr Subjefts, 
Yet often fway'd by weaker than themfclvcs, 

DOLABELLA. 

All this were rccondrd, if Brutus govern'd; 
Freedom and Empire might confift together : 
Yourfclf would be the only Man uneafy ; 
Which, for the fake of all, you will not grudge. 

Brutus. 
If there were Colour for fo vile a Change, 
Or the leaft Pleafure in the greateft Power; 
Yet I abhor what I difdain to hear. 
Return in Safety back, but tell Antonius, 
My higheft Wifh is to fix Rome in Freedom ; 
My next, to die before Ihe is enflav'd. 

lExit DoLABELLA ; manet Brutus. 



SCENE iV. 

Enter Vakivs and Lucilius. 

V A R I u s. 

The Areopagit^ Council long have fat. 
To do great Brutus fomc unwonted Honoan 
Some voted to renew th' Olymptck Games, 
Others with flays would crowd the Theatres j 

But 
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Bttt tfacfc were held Diverfions too divine. 

And only confccratcd to the Gods. 

At laft, the wifcft and moft famous Senate, 

In Love to you, in Service to the Publick, 

In Veneration for fupcrior Virtue, 

Rcfolves to rear your Statue carv'd by Sam lus^ 

That greateft Artift, for the beft of Men 5 

And place it in the facred Temple, next 

Harmonius and Aristogiton, 

Thofe worthy Patriots of learned Athens. 

LuciLius. 

How many Ages hence fh«ll Wealth of Princes 
Vie for thefe dear Remains, fo doubly famous. 
Both for the Work, and him it reprefents ! 

Brutus. 
Was ever Honour from fo wife a People 
Dcfign'd fo kindly, yet beftow'd fo iU \ 
I am not only deftitutc of Merit, 
But of Ambition, more than to do Good. 
Fame*s only due for Deeds beyond our Duty j 
Who can do thofe in Service of his Country ? 
The Romans^ and ev'n Cassius, may repine 
At fuch a partial Proof of their Affedion. 
Advife me how to (hun it with Rcipeft. 



Va- 
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V A R I U S. 

You fhould not, cannot now, without Aflfront^ 

No mean AiTcmbly this, fuch as proceeds 

In Shew for publick Good, with private Aim ; 

Sluggifli to meet, yet hafty to refolvc. 

Thefe, in fafc Methods, and with prudent Steps, 

Encourage Vittue, and uphold their Country. 



S C E N E V. 

Enter C ass lus. 

Cass I us. 
I greet my Friend on this liew Compliment j 
Which, in your Name, (hews a Refpeft to all. 
Jhe Death of C i£s ar is a common Caufe, 
Which Commonwealths in ^Prudence muft approve. 

Brutus. 
True, noble Cassius 5 and I never would 
Accept an Honour fep'rate from my Friends. 
. Brutus has nothing in his Life or Humour 
Suited to this unprecedented Honour. 

Cassius, 
Methinks you now efteem yourfelf too little^ 
Only to prize this Compliment too much. 
Vol. I. Y E^^:>- 
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Brutus. 
A Statue rcar'd to mc, and reared by AthenSy 
I own a moft tranfccndcnt Obligation 5 
But cv'ry Sum and Soldier they have rais'd 
In Aid of Liberty, affefts me more. 

Cassius. 
I ever thought a Roman General 
Above Reward from an Athenian Senate. 
What is a Trifle then giv n by Grey-beards, 
Mov'd by a little Popularity ? 

Brutus. 
But, to be mov'd by Envy, &rc, is worfe. 

Cassius. 
I did not envy C^sar, tho' I flew him. 

Brutus. 
An honeft Mind can envy no Ufurper ; . 

You (aid you kill'd him for the Publick Good. 

Cassius. 

You know I kiird him for the Publick Good : 
Who doubts it, does me wrong. 

Brutus. 

Do none yourUblf. 
What ! fhall we two, the Champions of Freedom, 
Like Children, grudge it one another's Play-things? 
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Come, wc arcFricnds, But think not I am fohd 

{Embraces km^ 
Of airy Trifles, tho' I value Fame. 
Fame for good Deeds is the Reward of Virtue. 
ThuA after Fame is giv'n us by the Gods, 
Both to excite our Minds to noble Afts, 
And give a Proof of ifome iminbrtal State, 
Where we (hall know, that Fame wc leave behind. 
That higheft BkfGng which the Gods beftow. 

Cassius. 
But 'tis a greater not to need their Blefllngs. 
You Stoickd hold a wife Man is above th«m. 

Brutus. 
Yet not inftnfible to Reputation. 
For that he (lights all Torments, ev'n DUgtace 5 
Nay, what is harder yet, defpifesPlcafufe; 
A Strength of Mind which only Man poffefics* 

Cassius. 
I fee no fuch Diftinftion, nor wherein 
Man fo tranfcends, except in Arrogance. 
This great Superiority of Mian 
Often comes (heat ev'n of the meaneft Creatures: 
They in their ways more happily confined. 
Seem not to fcorn, or bear down one another $ 
Never ungrateful, or the leaft deceiving. 
But keep wife Nature's Laws with QoASi Obedience, 

Y 2 ^\^ 
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Oh happy for the World, if in thcfc Times 
Mankind in gen ral were no worfe than Brutes J 

Brutus. 
HI Men, bdecd, i muft confcfs, arc worfe. 

Qassivs, 
And fure the worft of all, their Country's Enemies. 
Thefe fhould be ccnfur'd by our rev rend Priefts, 
Who always raife our Thoughts, to things above^ 
But yet connive at Villainy below. 

Brutus. 
From hence the Miferies of Rome proceed. 

When Fraud, Oppreflion, fouleft Calumny, 
Contempt of Laws, and bold Impieties, 
Appear bare-fac d 5 no Auguries more fure 
Foretel the Ruin of a finking State. 

Cass I us. 
No Auguries ! What do they e'er foretel. 
But as the Politician bribes the Prieft? 
Mere Combination againft common Senfc. 

Brutus. 
You'll have your way. But do you not remember 
That Soothfayer who faid, the Ides of March 
Were come, not gone ? 

' C AS- 
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jC A SSI us. * 

And that was all he knew : 
Had he kaown more, why did he not inform ? 

Brutus. 
The Gods decreed that Rome Ihould be delivered. 

V A R I u s. 
That devout Thought revives our finking Hopes j 
Heav n will not fail a Caufe it once has bleft, 

C A s s I u s. 
But truft not all to that 5 let us be careful. 
When you fliall march To-morrow after me, 
Should we not leave fomc Forces here behind ? 



Brutus, 



For what ? 



Cassius. 
To keep thefc People firmly to us. 
They, who at Rome command an Empire's Wealthy 
Have dangerous Temptations of feducing. 

V A R I U S. 

Oh never fear it. Shake Athenian Faith * 
Tis /lopping Tides, or ftriving with the Winds. 

Brutus. 
They are too learn'd, and prudent, not to know 
Jhat 'tis the greateft Folly to be falfe 5 
Not worth a Villainy to gain the World. 

Y ^ 1 
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A low mean Aft fo rankles in the Mind, 
There is no Joy, nor Quiet afterwards 5 
Kind Hcav n has form'd us fo, that we might fin4 
Content gnd Honefty ftill joined together. 

Cassius. 
But, then we are the more obliged to guard 'cm 
Againft what they might fufFpr for our lakes. 

Brutus. 
Kindly, and juftly urg'd, I muft confefs. 
But think you, that our Enemies can fparc 
The finalleft Legion froip oppofing us^ 
Detaching fome, may be their Lofs of all, 
Yet, for this Place I am concerned fo much, 
Ypu fhake my Rcafon when you urge their Danger^ 
Let i:hem propofp what Guar4s themfelves dcfire. 

Cassius. 
3S[ay, there I differ 5 fince in War-affairs, 
With all their Wit, they cannot judge fo well ; 
Nor is it fit they judge in their own Caufe. 
rU ftraif affemble them, and then debate 
With calm Deliberation this Affair ; 
Which well deferves pur fpeediefl Management, 
Since wc are forc'd to march away fo foon. 
Yo^ll come, I hope, ^nd fix our Refolution. 

lExit Cassius. 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 
This Man has fomc Uneafinefs of Temper, 
But over-balanc'd by his publick Spirit, 
Which ever fways him to his Country's Good. 
Whatever our Matter Zeno may have taught us, 
Nothing is whoUy perfed here below : 
We fhould applaud the Merit that we find, 
And caft a friendly Veil on good Mens Faults. 
My Siller Junia loves him to Excels 
(If there can be Excefs in Love, or Friendlhip). 
Go, and acquaint her gently with the Journey 
Which he muft take this Night towards ^hilipfi^ 
There to decide th' important Fate oiRom* 

lExit LuciLius. 

I muft prepare the Forces under me. 
To overtake him on his March to-morrow : 
From thence well hafte conjointly to the Battle : 
This fcanty Road bears us not both together 5 
And we muft once divide, to part no more. 

lExeunt Brutus, and Varius. 



f 
Y 4 ^v&L 
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Firft CHORUS- 

0/ Athenian Thilofophers. 

Written at the Command of his Grace^ 
hyMr.VOVli. 

I. 

YE Shades where facred Truth is ibught. 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught. 
Where hcav'niy Vifions Plato fir'd. 
And God-like Zeno lay in{pir^d ! 
In vain your guiltlefs Laurels ftood 
• XJnfpotted long with human Blood : 
War, horrid War, your Thoughtful Walks invades, 
And Steel now glitters in the Mufcs Shades. 

II. 

Oh heaVn-born Sifters ! Source of Art ! 

Who charm the Scnicy or mend the Heart j 

Who lead fair Virtue s Train along, 
Moral Truthy and myftick Song ! 

To what new Clime, what diflant Sky^ 

Forfaken, friendlefs, Ihallyefly? 
Say, will ye blefs the bleak Atlantic Shore, 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more i 
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HI. 

When Athens finks by Fates unjuft$ 
When wild Barbarians Ipurri her Duft 5 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoft Shore 
Shall ceafe tq blufli with Strangers Gore ? 
See Arts her favage Sons controul. 
An Athens riling near the ^ole $ 
Till fome new Tyrant lifts his purple Hand^ 
And (;:iyil Madnefs tears them from the Land. 

IV. 

Ye Gods! what Juftice rules the Ball ? 
FreedQiji and Arts together fall 5 
Fools grant whatever Ambition craves, 
And Men, onee ignorant, are Slaves. 
Oh curs'd EfFefts of civil Hate 5 
In ev'ry Age, in ev'ry State ! 

Still when the Luft of Tyrant Pow'r faccceds. 

Spme Athens periflies, fome Tully bleeds. 



ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

J hi fame V^fiibuU. 

Enter Va».iusi, with Tjtinius newly arrnfd at 

Athens. 

TiTINIUS. 

WHat mean thcfe fumptuous Preparations ? 
Is this a Time for either Pomp or PleafUre ? 
When two, the bcft and boldeft Sons of Rome^ 
The jufteft Caufe too that was e'er defended. 
Are on the very Brink of their Deftrudion. 

Varius. 
O wrong oot f^crcd Athens y Sir, the Nurfc, 
The Mother of all Arts and Sciences : 
Has fhe fpread Wit and Learning thro' the World, 
Nay foften'd Rome herfelf (but rough before) 
To Arts, to Eloquence, and gentler Manners, 
And is fhe noV upbraided ? 

TiTINIUS. 

Fallacious Eloquence, and ufelefs Arts ! . 

I 
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I own her Lcarndag 5 but that PolUhing 
Has but too much weakcn'dl ow h*r4?r Steel 
Ourancicnj:, yough, and manly Woith now ben4s 
At the hard Touch of Perils and of Toil?, 
Our Gold is melted to a finer Shape, 
But mix'd with Drofs of Flatt'ry and Comiptiocu 
How elfe could Brutus be a banifti'd Man i 
Pr how coijld Liberty fly here for Refuge ? 

y A R. I u s. 
Aijd whither fliould it fly, if not to Athens f 
The School of all Philofophy ai}d Virtue. 
Our publick Recreations here arc facred : 
This Day th' Atkenians^ ever true %o Virtue, 
In this low Ebb, in fpite of pow rful Romey 
Have kept their Cuftom, tho' againft their Safety, " 
Arid confecratcd Sports for your Suqcels. 

TiTINIUS. 

Is'tpoflSble? Pardon a Stranger's Error, 
Newly arriy'd with Succours from afar. 
Sent from the Gods, I think : for 'tis their Caufe j 
4nd uniynown Regions haye efpous'd our Quarrel. 

V A R I u s. 

The Sports are juft beginning 5 I have Time 
Only to let you know thefc are not Trifles, 
Or fuch as are in Nations loofe of Manners $ ^ 

But folcmn Celebrations to the Gods, 
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With pious Hyjnns imploring tlicir Protc6^ion. 
Wife Athens ever has indulged Divcrfions 
With more Magnificence than greatcft Princes : 
But they are all difpos'd in Praife of Virtue, 
Infpiring Courage, Generofity, 
And moft of all, Affeftion to their Country. 
How think you now, Titinius? 

TiTINIUS. 

I recant. 
And grow myfelf impatient for your Pleafurcs. 



SCENE II. 

The Scene cpens, md ^iJ^Qvers the tnagnificenp 
Temple of Bacchus, where the publick Enttr- 
tainments were wont to be celebrated ^3:? Athens. 
The Statue of Brutus being this T^ay ere£ted^ 
is fuppojed to be the Occafton of thefe Solemni- 
ties ^ and mujl appear in the furthermoji part of 
the Stage. 

After the Shews and Songs are over^ Brutus, 
LuciLius, TiTiNius, and Varius remain on 
the Stage. 

Luc iL I us. 
By thefc rcfin*d Divcrfions, we perceive 
This Town retains its old Magnificence. 

No 
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No wondct Atticus, fo nice a Judge. 
When he retired, preferred this Place to all^,-^ 

V Ak i\is. 
Philofophy is higbiy'ft honour'd here j 
And ftom that Fountain of fuperior Wifilom 
Flows all this Stream of Arts and Sciences. 

Brutus. 
Here Poetty, harmonioufly divine. 
Is mod tranfporting^ thus accompany'd. 
With artful Paintings, and melodious Sounds. . 
The Mufes join in all Athenian Pleafures. 

Varius: 
But that which has occafton'd thefe Delights, 
Gives the true T&fte to all ; your matchlefs Merit. 

Hold, Varius; too mudi^as been faid already 

In Compliment : and I receive it only 

As Honour done me for i?^^«^^ fake, not mine. 

So Prizes, taken but by vulgar Hands, 

Arc brought in Triumph to the Capitol. 

• Luc inus. 
Yet then, wc know, that Leader juftly triumphs. 
Under whofe Condoft tho& rich Spoils aro gain'd. 

Bru- 
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BtLVTVS. 

tut were our Cdnduft equal to our daufe. 

In which the noble Gassius and myfclf 

Have here engag'd all j^a on our Side; 

Yet the whole World deliver -d^ muft acknowlct^t 

All owing to this gen'rous Commonwealth. 

V ARIUS* 

Rome could not fail to find Support in Athens, 
Her elder Siftdr, both in Arts and Arms, 
And great Protedtels of fair Liberty } 
That Liberty to which (he owes her Splendor. 

Bautus. 
Moft truly noted : Frotti whence ever dUnc 
Good Senfe^ or Learning, ArtsofPeice, or War? 
Deepnels of Thought, or Noblenefs of Nature \ 
Except where Liberty inlarg'd the Mind ? 

V A R I U ». . 

The very Air of Freedom breeds great Souls, 
Which Education ripens into Virtue. 

Brutus. 
And here infpires the ufefuUeft of Virtues, 
Tender Affedion to our native Country. 

V A R I u s. 

My Friends and near Relations, when I took 
My tender Leave, after a thouland Counfels, 

AOur'd 
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Aflar'd ntt that their grcairft Satisfeflioii 
Was, thit they fcntmc to this fainOui^fkcfc, 
Where Wifdom, and wlldre ViitUd bcft Arc laagtej 
And own'd, whdi Rmam write the moft polltdy^ 
Theur higheft Praife is to have copy'd well. 

Brutus. ' \ 

T^TLLY himfelf eonfcflb Kifeece fujHbribt : 
Yet he, 6f all our famous Wits of Rome, 
Shines much the brighteft. 

Varius. 

Such Applaufe from Brutus, 
Is a Reward equal to all his Merit. 

TiTINIUS. 

To be efteem'd by yoto, the ^ttateft Kings 

Here ftttd their Lfegiort8,ahdhave tent thttitl'rfcafair*; 

* 

Brutus. 
And timely comes this Aid. Advice from R^me 
Affures us, all their Fdr&fe*ft the March. 

Varius. 
I thought DiffertRoh was among'their Chiefs, 
Each of them driving to fet Upjj^imfelf. 

Enter Cass'ius. 

Cassius. 
Juft TKW is «ome «aoft «aexpca^ News -, ^ 

Out 
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Our Foes have forc'd their Gcn'rals to be Friends^ 
And call'd it Civil War to fight in Quarrels 
Between Octavius and Antony j 
Yet think their War is kwfid againft us. 

TiTlNIUS. 

Alas ! what Reas'ning can there be in Fools^ 
Who> bred in Fadion, blindly join with Knaves i 

LuciLiu's. 
They are for Licence, not for liberty 5 
And love thofe Gcn'rals bcft, who lead to Mifchicf. 

Brut us. . 
You have defcrib'd a State juft ripe for Ruin. 

Cassius. • - . - 
Small Marches need they make, to meet a Foe * 
So eager as we are, to free our Country. 
Oh the Delay is tirefomc. !. 

B R u T V s. 

Yet have Patience j 
With Vigour aft, but think of all with Caution. 

Our Rendezvous is fettled at Thiliffi. 
Brutus. 

Thither you march To-night, and J To-morrow* 

5 But 
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But JuNiA comes, I fear, to moum your Abfcncc. 

lExeunt. Mmet Cassiu& 



SCENE m. 

Enter J u n i a. 

J UN I A. 

Now, all the Gods that guard the Innocent^ 
Proted my C assius ! they arc marching hither \ 
Ruin is rolling on us from afar. 

Cassius. 
Not hither, Junia 5 we fhall ipare their Pains 5 
Our Forces intercept their bold Prefumption, 
And I juft now am making Hafte to meet them« 

Junia. • 
Come then, away 5 with you all Pains arc eaiy \ 
I am this Moment ready for the Journey* 

Cassius. 
Ready, alas ! you muft not for this World 
Share in the Shifts and Hazards I muft run ; 
Virtue, like yours, here none will dare to harm 5 
And while you ftay m Athens^ I am cafy; 
My dear, and better Half^ is out of JDanger. 

Junia. 

And am I yqt more wretched than I thought \ 
Vol. I. Z 
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I had no Comfort left for your Misfortunes, 
But that I was to fharc them ev'ry where : 
And will you take that from me ? O 'tis hard ! 
You would not, if you fav/ my fighing Heart. 

Cassius. 
And you fhould go, did I not doubt my own : 
But 'tis fo tender always towards you, 
Itlhakes, alas! my firmcft Refolutions. 
I, like fome skilful Swimmer in a Shipwreck, 
Gralping his only Treafure in his Arms, 
May, for thy fake, make too ijiuch Hafte to Shore, 
Leaving the Bark with all my Friends behind. 
Your Sighs would blow away my beft Refolves, 
Soften my Soul, and flacken all its Strength. 
When airs at ftake, I eagerly may fix 
My Mind on you, and never think beyond. 

J u N I A. 
Beyond ! Why, is there any thing beyond 
The dear, the charming Objcd of our Love ? 
Mere Thought of that is* Height of Happinefs. 
What Image have we oiElyfian Bowers, 
But fuch a gentle, calm, contented State? 
What has this Trifle of a World to do 
With a bleft Pair, wiio live embracing thus? 



Cas- 
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Cassius, 
What fays my Charmer ? can T leave this Woitiati ? 
I could look thus, and languifti here for even 
Yet there's one Tye, more dear than Life, or Love 5/ 
/Tis Honour, and the facred Good of Rome.. 
For thefe I kiird the greateft Man on Earth, . , 
Engag'd the beft and nobleft of Mankind 
(And faying that, I need not name your Brother) 
To ftab his Friend, and his own Heart at once. 
Since! have done all this, I muft do more 5 
Leave JuNi A here, and all my Joys behind* 

J u N I A. 

Did I e'er think that C assius would forfake me ? 

Cassius. 
Forfake ! I leave you as the richeft Pledge 
Which can be giv'n to this illuftrious City. 
That Rome itfelf can be no dearer to mc. 
Than friendly Athens for prbteding you. 

J u N I A. 
Jewels we prize we feldom leave behind : 
Oh take me with you ! my officious Love 
Perhaps may fhield you from fome fuddcn Danger, 
Soften your angry and uneafy Hours, 
And make Adverfity itfelf fccm plcafing. 
My Love could do all this, if yours were equal. 

iWeeps. 

Z 1 ^K^ 
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Cassivs. 
All this! nay more; what cannot Junia do> 
Then, lincc I dare not hazard you in Armies, 
I will ftay here, and die within your Arms, 

Junia. 
You die ! Oh Heavn ! the very Sound of that 
Checks my De/igns, and chills all my Dcftres. 

Cassius. 
Haft thou not heard, how hard ungrateful Rome 
Purfues the Men who once delivered her. 
And riots in the Blood of her Redeemers? 
Two of our Band they have deftroy'd already. 
And vow to fpare no Murderer of C^csar ; 
That is to fay, no Man that lov'd his Country, 
Ruin'd himfelf, only to refcue her. 

Junia. 
Oh ! I have talk'd too long : go on, make Hafte $ 
I am not wont, alas ! to ufe this Language, 
But now I can fay nothing elfe : Away ; 
No matter what becomes of me j away. 

Cassius. 
Your Ipotlefs Fame muft always be your Guard, 
Rudenefs itfelf will reverence fuch Virtue. 
I muft immediately hafte to our Friends, 
/Who all affcmbled in the Fields of Sardis^ 



Wait 
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Wait there for me and Brutus. He, To-morrow, 
Shall follow, at the Head of mighty Numbers, 
Rais'd only by the Credit of our Caufc j 
A Caufe, well worthy of the World to fuccour ! 
Oh ! while I languilh out this long, long Abfence, 
Take care of all my Trcafure, thy dear Self. 

J U N I A. 

Farewcl ! thou trueft, ^indcft, bcft of Men ! 
But one Look more — and then a long Farcwel 
To all Content — all, till we meet again. 

lExit Cassius. Manetjxmin'. 

' ■■ • ■ '*! .. .* i 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter V ar lus. 

V ARM vs. 
JimiA in Tears ! So (hincs an April ^mi\ 
And fo the precious Dew that 4rops on Flowers, 
Steals down unheeded by the vulgar Eye : 
But I 44niire this Mafter-piecc of Nature. 

J UN I A. 

Alas ! my Lord, Cassius h gone to Sardii. 

Varius. 

Is't poffible ? So I was told before. 

Yet never could believe it till this Moment 
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JUNlA. 

Why, was It not determined fo in Council > 

V A R I u s. 
I niuft confefs it was debated there. 
And wifh'd by fome, that all our Force at Sardis 
Had fome great Chief, for keeping martial Sway ; 
But who could hope that Cassius would be willing 
To papt ftom you, one Day, without Occafion ? 

J u N I A. 

Is.it ibftrangc that Cassius fhould be forward 
la all t he Pr oofs of Courage^ or of Conduft ? 

. V 4 R I u s. 

His Fame forbids I Ihotdd have fuch a Thought. 
Butyct— — ^ ;, 

JyiNi A. 

But'what ? I cannot guefs your Meaning, 

'■ ''; ■ VARIlis. 

Not all the noble Difcipiinc of War, 
Strid Rules of Condud, Heat of martial Prowcis, 
The Faith of Friend{hip,i or the Oaths of Leagues, 
Not Famg hfclf, no nor thcpublick Good, . 
Dcfcryc to be preferred to Junia's Love. 

J UN I A. 

But i^^^s^at ftake. .. 
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V A R I U S. 

And well it would be loft. 
For flaying here one Night within thofc Arms. 

J U N I A. 

Varius, fo high a Compliment as this 

Shews you have ftudy'd long at courtly Athens ; 

Where you have learn d to know all things, but mc ^ 

Who, tho' I value Caius Cassius, 

As Slaves do Liberty, or fick Men Health, 

Nay more than moft of my own Sex love Power s 

Yet (what I think the very worft of Fates) 

I would lofe Sight of that dear Man for ever. 

Rather than fee him fail our Country's Caufe. 

Varies. 

Oh ample Recompcnce for all his Troubles, 

To be lb lov'd by you !. But is htgratcful. 

Who can fo eafily endure your Abfcncc ? 

f ■ 
JunIa. 

I mourn for his, and judge his tGrirfby mine. 
Retirement fuits a foiitary Wifc^ 
And Melancholy loyes to be alone. 

lOffkrs to go wt. 

Varius. - '^ 

But Ihould not be indulg'd againft your Health. 

iSto^fhet. 
Z 4 ^^^^ 
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Rather fhinc forth, and chcar your Brother s Soul, 
Which daily finks beneath a thoufand Cares. 

JUNIA. 

His Soul's too great to need fuch feeble Help. 
Befides, tho' priz'd he be above Expreflion, 
Yet cv'n his Friendfhip muft not vye with Love : 
One Thought of Cassius out-weighs all things clfcj 
Cassius, whofe noble Soul would ne er fubmit 
To him who domineer'd o'er all befidcs : 
Cassius, Contriver of the Tyrant's Fall 5 
And (what is more, far more than all the reft) 
That hardy Man who mov'd it firft to Brutus : 
This Man, my Husband, or my Hero rather. 
Shall with his Prefencc ever chear my Eyes, 
Or in his Abfence take up all my Thoughts. 

lExit Junia- 



SCENE V. 
Enter Brutus, 

B R u T u 6r^ 
My Sifter weeping ! Tho' her Reafon governs^^ 
I judge her Grief for Cassius, iDy riiy own 5 
For Portia's Abfence fits upon my Heart : 
,Nor need I blufh to bear t)ie tender Burthen, 
So much flic merits, and fo well fhc loves. 



But 
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IBut publick Cares muft filcncc private Grief i 
Since ev ry Hour fome frclh Expreffes tell 
New fatal Turns in RomCj portending 111 : 
The wavring Lepidus, (perceiving C/£sar 
Had cunningly agreed with Antony) 
Tho' with a greater Arfny, yields to them* 

Varius. 
What fays the noble Brutus ? — ^Junia gone ! 

Brutus. 
Is Varius deaf to Dangers of his Country ? 

Varius. 
Forbid it, Jove ! But Junia's Melancholy, 
So very moving, took up all my Thoughts. 

Brut us. ^ 
Too moving, I'm afraid. 

Varius. 

Indeed, my Lord, 
Had you pcrceiy'd the Charms of weeping Beauty, 
That gorgeous Dre(s wliich Sorrow had put on, 
(Out-fhining all the Gaiety 6f Youth, 
The pleafing Smijes of Mirth, and Airs of Joy) 
Your gentle Nature would be mov'd like mine. 

Brutus. 
Why you have drawn a Pidure, my young Varius, 
Like any Poet, iiay, like any L^ovcr. 
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What, docs that Word draw forth 'a guilty Blufli ? 

Be not alarm'd, no more than I am, Varius 5 

Junta's ftrid Virtue, and known Love to Cassius, 

Fully prevent my Fears, unlefs for you 5 

Whofe Father's wond'rous Merit, and your ow^n. 

Give me a foft Concern, as for a Son. 

She is above your very vaineft Hopes : 

Not the moft tempting Charms of Wit, or AjlTorth, 

Moft graceful Forms, or dazling Shew of Grcatnefs, 

Can make Impreflion on a Mind like her's 5 

Who, tho' my Sifter, forces Praifes from me. 

Varius. 
Too much, alas ! I join in Junia's Praife : 
My eager Thoughts ftill fly before your Words, 
And find them Ihort, far fhort of Junia's Due. 

Br utus. 
Then whence can rife felf-flatt'ring Expedation i 
Can Varius rcafon.thus ^gainft himfdf> 
And aft quite contr^y.to whdt he thinks? 
Oh what is Man, when blinded with his Paflion ! 

Varius. 
Why jaft that Creatufe'Hcavn thought fit to make 

him. 
You are, indeed, exempt from all our Follies, 
And reft ferene within : Yet pity others ! 

Be 



MARCUS BRUTUS. 347 

Behold, I own my uadifguis'd Offence, 

And freely open all my Thoughts to you 5 

To you, who are a very God to Varius, 

Who can at once forgive, and cure my Weaknefs. 

Brutus. 
But only by Defpair ; without that Help, 
There is no God hiihfelf can give you Eafc : 
Afliarp, 1 muft confefs, but certain Cure. 
Our Stoical Philofophy inftruds us, 
A wife Man isi above the Reach of Jove, 
Yet hardly Tcapes the worft of Demons, Love. 
But fince good Ji/nia sijSoul is fifmas !pate. 
Be yours fo top. What helps it to be Jcarn'd ! 
Or to be wife in Bus'nete of the W.6rld ) 
Nay, where* would be the Good to rule that WorljL 

Without an iawatd PowVto govern Paflion ? 

The Man difturb'd within, is but a Player 5 

May aft abroad, pj^rhapSj fomc Hero's Part, ' ' 

But finks at home, a kw, uneafy Slave. 



Varius. 
To teacli, is eafy j. but to lcai;n, is hard. 
As well might Heav nly Socrates infufe 
His own wife Temper, while he taught his Morals, 
As Brutus irajfc my Soul to equal his.' ' 

,. B«LU- 
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Brutus. . 
Be not fo modcft, Varius, nor fo courtly 5 
Brutus is not your Miftrc(s, but your Friend. 
The Roman Virtue Ihines fo bright in you. 
Nothing is wanting to make up Perfeftion 
But your Command o'er this unfruitful Paflion. 
Love, ev'n when nioft fuccefsful^ makes not happy. 
Sometimes indeed, PleafuretcyondExpreffion 
Poffcffcs all at once both Mind and Body, 
Confounding Soul and Senfe with Height of Rapture. 
But what Allays o'erbalance all this Joy ! 
Frequent Difquiets, Doubts, and Jcaloufies % 
Sometimes the Pains of Abfencci ahd fometimes, 
Amid'ft the filifs, a difmal Dr^iad ,to lofe it. 
At beft the Pfeafure is but intermitting;, ■"* 
Whilp the uneaiiy Fever never ceafes. 
But Love, when flighted, is iritolerable : 
Who courts the faircft Tyrant, is' a Tool, ' " ' 

And lives a Martyr in the meaneft Caiife. 

V A R I xfs. 
Enough, enough, I am already cur'd. 
At leaft till JuNiA is beheld again. .; 

Brutus. 
Tis half a Cure in Love to wiflj for one, 
Give me your Hand, you'll march with nic To-mor- 
row i 
•. •. Where 
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Where you will drown your Sighs in Sounds of War, 
And turn your tend'reft Thoughts on your poor 
Country. 

lExeunt Brutus and Varius. 



Second CHORUS. 
Of Athenian Youths and Virgins. By Mr. Pope. 

Youths. 

O Tyrant Love ! haft thou poffeft 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous Breaft ? 
Wifdom and Wit in vain reclaim. 
And Arts but foften us to feel thy Plame. 
Varxus with Blufhes owns he loves. 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
Why, Virtue, doft thou blame Defirc, 

Which Nature has impreft ? 
Why, Nature, doft thou fooneft fire 
The mild and gen'rous Breaft? 

Virgins. 
Love's purer Flames the Gods approve 5 
The Gods, and Brutus bend to Love : 
Brutus for abfent Portia ftghs. 
And fterner Cassius melts at Junia's Eyes. 
What is loofe Love? A wand'ring Fire, 
A tranfient Fit offend Dcfire. 

But 
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But Hymen's Flames like Stars unite. 

And burn for ever one 5 ' '- 

Chafte, as cold Cynthia's Virgin Lighf^ - 
Produ£tivc as the Sun. 

Youths. 
What various Joys on One attend^ 
As Son, as Father, Husband, Friend i 
Whether his hoary Sire he fpies, 
And finds a thoufand grateful Thoughts arifc. 
Or meets his Spoufc's fonder Eye, 
Or views his finiling Progeny 5 
What tender Paflions take their Turns ? 

What home-felt Raptures move i 
His Heart now melts, now leaps, now burns. 

With Rev'rencc, Hope and Love. 

CHORUS of Both. 

Hence guilty Joys, Diftaftes, Surmifes, 
Falfe Oaths, falfe Tears, Deceits, Difguifes, 
Dangers, Doubts, Delays, Surprizes, 

(Fires that fcorch, yet dare not fhine) 
Pureft Love's unwafting Treafure, 
Conftant Faith, fair Hope, longLeifure, 
Daysof Eafe, andiSfightsof Pleafure, 

Sacred Hymen ! thcfc are thine. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

In the fame Vefiibule. 
Enter BkutuSj Junia, Lucilius. 

LUCILIUS. 

AMeffengcr exprefs arriv'd from Rome, 
Is cntring mournfully the Palace Gates j 
And, as he paflcs, weeping all the Way. 

Brutus. 
My Mind forebodes 5 (peak, is my Portia well ? 

Enter Meffenger, who gives a Letter to Brutus. 

Messenger. 

She is. Sir. 

Brutus. 
Then I hope to bear the worft. 
" My Duty forces me to fend you News, {Reads. 
*' Which, tho' you needs muft know, I grieve to write. 
*^ Two hundred of the noblell: Rank in Rome 
" Profcrib'd, and murder'd : Cicero himfelf 
" Giv n up by falfe Octavius to his Foes. *' 

Good 
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Good Heavens ! to whom do yc di^fe Mankind ) 

iDrops the Letter. 
Sad Fate, indeed ! So great a Villainy 
Is moft furprizing, tho"tis done by them. [JFeeps. 

J u N I A. 
Difmal indeed ! but oh my deareft Brother, 
Let not your tender Mind be too much touch'd ; 
Pradifc thatPatience which you now have taugtit me. 
Cassius is abfent, I am dcfolatc. 
Yet Rome (you faid) muft take up all my Thoughts. 

Brutus. 
And thercforfc 'tis for Rome I moft lament. 
At once depriv'd of her moft worthy Sons ! 
Thefe Sons are to be cnvy'd, not bemoan'd ; 
Moft noble SufF'rers in their Country's Caufc : 
Great Cicero lives ftill, (hall live for ever 5 
While Men can read, or value Worth or Learning, 
But Rome herfelf appears all pale before me, 
Gufhing out Tears, and wringing helplefs Hands ; 
Rome^ ^^/^^ has loft her beft, her pureft Blood ! 

\JVeep5 again. 

J U N I A. 

Brutes, be chear'd : her vital Parts remain ; 
In you and Cassius flows the Roman Spirit, 
That ftill infpircs whole Armies on her Side,. 
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LUCILIUS. 

^is nobly, truly faidj and you, bright Junia, 
Pofleis a Soul, tho' in a foftcr Frame, 
JLofty enough to animate ev'n them. 

Brutus. 

She does, LuciLiusi and were Portia here, 

(But I, alas! fhall never be fo happy) 

Cassius and I fliould be but Followers 

Of them in the Defence of Liberty* 

But oh ! my Cicero ! who (peaks thy Praife, 

Muft have a Tongue like thine, beyond the Bounds 

Of Roman Eloquence^ and fit to fill 

The Mouth of Fame with never-dying Sounds. 

JtJ^ I A. 

How could OcTaVius confeilt to Ibfe him. 
The beft, as well as wifeft of his Friends ? 

Brutus. 

Ambition over-eager, checks at nothing; 
A goodly, but a dangerous Bird of Prey; 
Flies at all Game, and never to be tam'd. 
She pecks, and tears the Hand on which flie fits. 
I often warned good Tully of his Danger 5 
But all in vain, -when Heav'n will have it fo* 
He wifh'd himfelf with us, at Caesar's Death, 

Vol. I. A a ^\jA. 
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And heartily, I doubt noti tho' his Foes 
Suifpeacd his too foft and tender Nature. 



SCENE II. 

Enter fome LiBors^ bringing in Theodotus w/>^ 
them bound as a Trifoner. 

LiCTOR. 

We have difcover'd here Theodotus, 
Odious to ail Mankind for Pompey's Death. 

JUNIA. 

What! he that made a formal Speech for Murder? 
And with a Philofophick Gravity 
Sanftify'd Mifchicf with a rev'rend Tongue? 
The Orator wants Words in his own Caufe. 

Brutus. 
Speak for thyfclf 5 that Juftice thou fhalt have. 

Theodotus. 

Had I not often own'd my Crime with Tcarj 
So fclf^condemn d already i or if Brutus 
Were not my Judge, the good, the faultlefs 
Black tho' I now appear, and all disfigur'i 
With common Prejudices yet I migb 
fair Colour to this hated^ foul OjS^ 




I 

I 

I 
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But who can ftand the Teft of ftriclcft jiifticc ? i 

Or how can Words avail to fway the Wife? y 

This Wifdom and this Juftice arc in Brutus. \ 

So much fuperior thou to other Men, j 

That at thy Judgment-Seat, the grcatcft Art J 

Is ufelefs to excufe the fmallcft Fault, 1 

Brutus. j 

Say boldly all thou canft. 1 

Theodotus. 1 

Elfc, I might fay 'tis hard to be condemned I 

For doing that, which if I had not done, i 

I might have jnft]y been condemned by thofc J 
Who fummon d me to Council for their Safety, 
I thought their Safety ask a for Pompey's Death : 
O that I could redeem it with my own! 
PoMPEY was great, was good, was wife, was valiant. 
But yet was vanquifh'd by more happy C^sar? 
Who, had his Foe been fpar'd, would foon have 

ftiewn j 

A real Rage, whidi now he but affedcd. | 

Could Egypr or of Thar/alia ? ( 

All wc co\\ a poor Reprieve, I 

A Har tiodsrefcIv*d. \ 

Rome:. \ 

Vo" IS, \ 
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Would he had counfcird, and would I had dy'd! 
For he, who, as a Romany died for Romei 
If born with us, would have advis'd for Egypt. 

JUNIA. 

With all thy Guilt, how durft thou name great 

POMPEY ? 

Theodotus. 

£v n he was guilty once, and flew your Father. 
Yet, grant he was the braveft, beft of Men, 
Vidorious often in the Caufe of Rome^ 
While I was but a Counfellor for Egypt ^ 
Since Fame rewards his Service to his Country, 
Should I be punifh'd for aflifting mine ? 

Brutus. 

If Words could change the Nature of ill Deeds, 
Thy Head would be indebted to thy Tongue^ 
Which, I muft needs confcfs, has done its Part, 
And makes my tender Nature wifh thee hence. 
Out of my Reach, as well as Will to punifh. 
But here I ftand the Subftitute of Rome ^ 
Which with united Sighs bemoans her Pompey, 
And weeping waits to have his Death reveng'd. 
Thy worthlefs Prince and Country were too llight 
A Sacrifice to Pompky. Ar his Feet 
Ci£SAR himfelf was not too great to fall : 

Think 
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Think but on that, and thou wilt die content. 

lExeunt Lucilius and Officers with Theodotus. 

'Twcrc barbarous to reafon with a Wretch 
Long fince condemned to die by Routes Decree. 
But he was no Egyfttariy as he pleaded > 
Nor fubjed to that Prince he fo advis'd. 

JUNIA. 

What King or Country dates; be fo audacious 
To hurt the meaneft Senator of Rome ? 
How then durft any think of killing Pompey ? 

Brutus. 

Prefumptuous Wickedaefs ! Pojmpey o'erconie. 

Abandoned by his Friends, a Fugitive, 

At Mercy of the meaneft, bafeft Villainy 

Yet in that loweft Ebb was much too high 

For fuch a Prince as Ptolemy to reach. 

From Ptolemy, proftrate at Pompey's Feet, 

•Not only Aid, but Reverence was due. 

That Chief cfcaping, might have chang'd Romes 

Fatei 
And the whole World had been obliged to Egypt. 



Aa^ SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Lu CI L IV s. 
LuciLius. 
Bafc Villainy is feldom at a ftand. 
But ftill proceeding on to greater Mifchicf : 
From murd ring Senators at Rome, they now 
Lift their afpiring Treachery to Brutus. 
The wife Athenians watchful of your Safety, 
Have newly feiz'd a Slave in foul Difguifc 5 
Who on the Rack confeffes all the Crime. 
** Hie thee to Athens (faid the bafe Octavius) 
" And fave thy Matter, fave us all, fave Rome, 
" Go, purchafe Fame and Freedom by a Blow : 
" Our Foes are all united in that Brutus i 
" He, he alone infpir'd the Death of Ci£SAR. 
** Be defperate, be fecret, and be rich. " 

Brutus. 

I pity the poor Wretch 5 he knows no better. 
At his Return how would his Mafter grieve 
To find me fafcr here than he at Rome ? 
He does but (hoot thefe Arrows in the Air. 

LuciLius. 

Except at Rome infeded by our Foes, 
Virtue like yours is evVy- where fecurc. 

And 
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And claims th,e juft Protedion of Mankind. 

JUNIA. 

Your Dfc is fo important. 

Youths quit their Plcafures, Soldiers flight their Pay, 

Ev'n Mifers leave their Wealth to watch your Safety* 

Brutus. 
Let go the Slave to tell Octavius this. 

LUCILIUS. 

What! fave that Wretch? 

Brutus. 

Both fave and let him go. 
In this Attempt he but obeyed his Matter. 

lExit LuciLius. 
Oh that there were no Romans worfe than he ! 
This Slave would kill, but 'tis to get his Freedom! 
But, ah! cvn Senators are growing Slaves, 
Carelefs of Honour, voidofHonefty, 
Forgetting all their noble Anceftors, 
And ruining a glorious Commonwealth ! 

Enter Titinius and Lucilius again. 

TiTINIUS. 

Cassius has fent me here with this Reply, 
He wants that Gold himfelf, which you would 
borrow; 

Aa 4 0* 
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Of which, at Meeting, you fhall have Account, 
Thcfc Letters I have brought for noble Junia. 

l]imi A goes out with the Letters^ 

LUCILIUS. 

Your Legions then muft ftay till his arc paid. 

Brutus. 

Think not the worft, Lucilius, ere it comes : 
At Sardis we fhall meet by break of Day. 
ni take an Hour's Repofe, and then for Sardis^^ 
Good Night to both. 

LuciLius. 
Reft to your noble Thoughts. 

{^Exeunt. 



S C E N E IV. 

Brutus remains, laid on his Couch. 

Brutus. 
'Tis but in vain, Sleep is not to be courted. 
Sing, Boy, the Song that Portia likes fo well. 
And footh my Thoughts with fome melodious 
Sounds. l,Soft Mujick and Song^ 

Man is himfelf an Inftrumcnt of Muftckj 

But 
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But yet feme String is atvays out of Time, 
And ev'ry Sound wc make fllcws our Confufion* ^ 
Why ftiould this Death of Caesar trouble me > 
I did it not for Anger, or Ambition i 
But for mere Honefty, and l^iiblick Good ; 
Nay, Goodtoiiimj f6r in my o^^Til Opinion, 
'Tis better much to die, than live unjuftly. 
My Fellow-Gitizens, my Kindred, Friends, 
All funk at once beneath his rifing Fortune. 
And fhould I tamely fufFer an Ufurper 
T'enflave Mankind, becaufe he fmiles on me ? 
Fricndfhip indeed is the moft tempting Bribe; 
But Juftice fhould be blind to all its Beauty. 
And yet a Reftleflhefs attends fuch Deeds, 
Tho' nc er fo juft; fomething that ftels unwieldy. 
That fits uneafy on a gentle Nature : 
I cannot fleep, unleis 1 fhake it off. 



SCENE V. 

EnUr a Sprit in the Shape of Caesar, full of 
Wounds. 

Sure I fleep now, or elfe my Eyes delude me: 
I know 'tis Fancy alii and yet 1 ftaggcr. 

Ha! 
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Ha ! it comes on! What art thou? When alive, 

Tho' arm'd with Pow*!, adorn'd with Fame and 
Grcatncft, 

I fear'd thee not, becaufc thou wcrt unjafti 

But more than human now, thou fcem'ft above me I 

Speak, unknown Being ! I conjure thee, fpeak. 

Spirit. 
I am thy Evil Genius, Marcus Brutus, 
And have affum'd this Shape, to give thee Terror. 

Brutus. 
Terror ! How cam'ft thou to know me no better? 
Surethou art ignorant, as well as evil. 

Spirit. 
Is Murder then no Crime i 

Brutus. 

Killing is nones 
When done not for ourfelves, but for our Country. 

Spirit. 
Not for yourfclf indeed j you ftabb'd your Friend. 

Brutus. 

Friend! Oh thou toucheft now my tender Part! 
Oh name that Word no more ! 

Spirit. 
. A Friend! a Friend! 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 
But what's a Friend, compar'd with publick Good \ 
Convince mc, ifthoucan'ft: Oh, teach me Truth ! 
And (hew me but one Glimpfe of future Being, 
Of which we talk fo much, yet know (b little I 
Diipel thefe Mills that muffle poor Mankind, 
And open to me ail that glorious Scene! 
Shew me where Virtue fmiles and fits enthroned. 
And where Morality finds juft Reward i 
Tisfure, above: for ill Men proipcr here. 

Spirit. 
Soon at Thilifpi thou fhalt know it all. 

Brutus. 
Shall we then meet again? - ; 

Spirit. 
Yes, at Thilippi. 

Brutus. 
ru meet thee there. FU meet thee any- where. 

\JElxit Spirit. 
Now I am refblute, the Shadow flies. 
And vaniflies together with my Fear. 
Whathoa! 

Enter Boy. 
My Lord! 

Brutus. 
Did you fee nothing J 

'•'^^ Bo\:. 
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Boy. 

No. 

Brutus. 
Nor hear mc 'fyakl 

Boy. 
Nothing at all, my Lord.^ 

Brutus. 

Let ev'ry thing bt ready for our March j 

And call mc up, be furc, by break of Day. 

Till then TU fletp within. lExeunt. 



Third CHORUS. 

Of Roman Senators. 
L 

DArk is the Maze poor Mortals tread j 
Wifdom itfelf a Guide will need; 
We little thought, when Caesar bled. 
That a worfe C^sar would fuceccd. 
And are we under fuch a Curfc, 
We cannot change, but for the worfe ? 



IT. 
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IL 

With fair Pretence of Foreign Force, 
By which Rome muft hcrfelf enthrall; 

Thefe, without Blufhcs or Rcmorfe, 
Profcribe the beft, impov'rifti 41. 

The Gauls themfelves, our greateft Foes, 

Could ad no Mifchiefs worfe than thofe. 

IIL 

That Julius, with ambitious Thoughts, 
Had Virtues too, his Foes could find $ 

Thefe equal him in all his Faults, 
But never in his noble Mind. 

That free-born Spirits (hould obey 

Wretches, who know not to fway! 

IV. 
Late we repent our hafty Choice, 

In vain bemoan fo quick a Turn. 
Hark all to Rome's united Voice! 

Better that we a while had borne 
Ev n all thofe Ills which mod difpleafe. 
Than fought a Cure far worfe than the Difeaie. 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Field near Vhi]ii^iliXy where Cassius and Brutus 
made the Rendezvous of their Armies. 

Enter Brutus and Officers. 

Brutus. 

>^| ^S here that I and Cassius were to join : 
JL What fay our Scouts? Is any Army near? 

Officer, 

The rifing Duft difcovcrs their Approach i 
And fomc, impatient of fo flow a March, 
Are juft arrived before to meet their Friends. 

Enter Lucilius. 

Brutus. 
O, here's Lucilius, whom I fcnt to Cassius. 

Lucilius. 

Cassius, my Lord, falutes the noble Brutus, 
And haftens to embrace him. 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 

O LuciLius ! 
Cassius is altered much, or ill advis'd^ 
Has, I am loth to fay it, done fome things 
Which do not well become fo great a Man. 
But, fince he is fo near. Til ftay mjr Cenfure, 
And wifh to find my Jealoufy miftaken. 
But, good LuciLius, how did he receive you. 
When you brought friendly Notice I was near? 

LuciLius. 

With' Forms, and Compliments, and great RefpefiE/ 
Out- doing Enemies in Ceremony i 
But no Familiarity betwixt usi 
None of that free and friendly Conference 
Which we have us'd of old : and when he nam'd you, 
Twas always with fuch fet, afFcded Praife, 
As if the Commendation had no Meaning, 
But to be told again. 

Brutus. 

I am afraid 
Thou judgeft but too right : Nothing is nobler 
Than Friendfhip, till it once begins to fail 5 
But then afham'd, and confcious of Dcfed, 
It hides itfelf in Compliment and Care : 
At the firft Shock, off falls the frail Difguifes 
Falfliood is foolifh, and betrays itfelf. 

There 
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There is no Art in plain and friendly Truth, 
Which like the Sun fhines forth by its own Light, 
Violent Minds fometimes make glorious Shew, 
Like Gilding ftiine, equal to real Gold, 
But in the Ufage, how much Difference ! 
Hark! he's arrived 5 march gently on to meet him. 



SCENE II. 
Enter Cassius, &c. 

C ASSIUS. 

Embracing thus is but a thing of Form; 
For 'tis not fit that both our Armies here 
Should once fufpeft the leaft Dilpute between us. 

Brutus. 
The common Caufe indeed requires our Care; 
And all our Difcontents fhould yield to that. 

Cassius. 
Brutus, let us retire into my Tent, 
Left here by chance fome unbecoming Word 
Break out too loud. 

Brutus. 
Are we fo little Matters of ourfelves? 
How can we then be fit to govern Armies? 

^ Cas- 
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CASSIUSi 

Vou think yourfclf aix)ve thdfc common Frailtic§; 

Brutus. 
The Stoics aire above rniruly Pailion. 
But, fince you would retire, I am content 
My Soldiers may remove beyond fhofe Fields* 
LuciLius^ march a little off this Ground : 
Let your Men do the like, under Pretence 
Of our conferring aboiit great Affairs j 
Indeed our greateft 5 for a Home Dilputc 
Is of mdre Corifequence than Foreign DangefSi 

Cassius. 
TiTlNius, let my Forces move away 
To yonder jplain, and leave us all alone i 
*ris neceffary we fhould be in private. 

lExeunt alii except Brutus andCA&si\j3. 



SCENE IIL 

Cassius. 
You ask'd me fifty Talents for your Legioniy 
And in a Style as to your Treafurc\ 
As if I ihould prefer yours to my own : 
Am I to be impos'd on thus by you? 

Vol. I, Bb tkn. 
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Brutus. 
Sure, Cassius little knows the Force of Fricndfliip j 
Writing Co freely, (hew'd ray Truft and Kindnefs, 
He that defircs a Favour from a Friend, 
Does him the greatcft in defiring it. 

Cassius. 
Come, I muft tell you, over-great Applaufe 
Lifts you too high. Shou d I, who kill'd ev'n Ci£S/ ?., 
Only for his exceflivc Pow'r and Pride, 
Should I at laft fubmit thus to another i 
From a Superior my Stars defend me ! 

Brutus! 
From a Superior ! you little know me : 
I fcarce would be fuperior to my Slaves, 
Except in Virtue 5 that is worthy Pride. 

Cassius. 
Then think not. Sir, of being above me. 

Brutus. 
I wifh I were not, by thcfc weak Sufpicions. 
What ! jealous of a Friend i it moves my Pity. 

Cassius. 
Pity ! I fcorn if. 

Brutus. 
Scorn your Rage, that moves it, 

^ - My 
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Mjr Pity is not, ought not, to be flighted : 
T\s like tjie kind Compaifidn of a Parent^ 
Full of Coilccrn, and free from all Contdntpt^ 
jR^ather defcf ves your Thanks than your Reptoaehf 

CASStUSi 

My Thanks! for what? for domineering o'er mc) 

Brxjtus. 
Vet Reafon has fonie Right to govern Paffiori. 

Ca^siiJS. 
Brutus, you have an over-ruling wdy^ 
Which, under Colour of a patient Calmnels^ 
Expeds Compliance with your gentle Tcmpeh 
But I fee thro' it* 

BkUTUS. 

Sec ! your Paflion blinds you* 

Cassius. 
You have no Paflion, yet provoke another's* 

Brutus. 
Is it provoking to inform a Brother 
Of Faults no other dares prefumc to t?ll him. 
And yet moft neceflary he (hould know ? 
Your Troops have done niofl: difmal Outrages j 
Forc'd harmlcfs Wretches from their native Homes, 
Slighted the Widows and the Orphans Tears, 

Bb a Ga- 
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Gathcr'd their laft Remains with greedy Gripe; 
Tiiat which poor Swains Iiad laboured for whole 

Years, 
Is in one Moment plundered by your Soldiers. 
This finks our Caufe, which rofe at firft fo glorious. 
Shall we, who foar'd fo high in Reputation^ 
And open'd ev'ry Mouth in our juft Praifes, 
Now on a fuddcn fall to dire Oppreilion ? 
Shall we at laft pull down with our own Hands 
. That lofty Fabrick of well-founded Honour ? 

Cassius. 
Am I to anfwer for it? 

Brutus. 
With your Fame } 
That ftands exposed to ev'ty juft Man's Cenfure. 

Cassius. 
Go on no more 5 I will no longer bear it. 

Brutus. 
By Heav'n you lliall hear all j then do your worft. 
Dare I not fay whatever you dare ad? 
Am 1 not equally cbncern'd with you 
In this great War for Freedom of our Country > 
Yet muft not tell whatever hurts our Caufc? 

Cas- 
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Cassius. 

Tempt Jtie no fatther^ Sir; you may repeat it. 

Brutus. 
Tempt not yea mc with all yoor furioas Loc^ : 
2 am above your ThreatS;, and caa look down 
Both on yourfelf and them* 

Cassius: 

Were it not for the Canfc we have in Hand^ 
I wou'd nc^ bear this Heap of Injuries. 

Brutusl 
I in|ure ! Where is that unlucky Man 
Who can with Reafcm make Coonplatnt of mel| 
If any, HI acknowledge it with Shan^. 
The Man who wrongs his meaneft Adveriary^ 
Exalts his Enemy above hiinfelf. 
And can you think that I could injure Cassius^ 
My Brother, and my Friends 

Cassiusl 
If hearing Lyes 
With greedy Eafs> and foon believing them i 
If mifintcrpreting whatever I do^ 
And rcprefenting things in fouleft Colours, 
Can be call'd wronging, who was e cr fo wronged? 

Bb3 Bru* 
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Brutus. 
If I have faid one vVord that founds unkindly^ 
My Tongue has flipped, and quite deceived my Heart, 
*rhat melts like Wax before your hottcft Anger. 
BehoU V^Y Tears for having fo much vex'd you. 

Cassius. 

What fays my Brutus ? Speak that Word again : 
Aftt I not then fo full, Co foil of Faults i 

Brutus. 
It waTmy Frailty to prefume. fo much. 

Cassius. 
And mine to be fui^icious of my Brutus, 

All flhall be mended. 

. Brutus. 
But can you forgive 
Too (harp Exprcffions, tho' with kind Intent ? 

Cassius. 
So kind Intent, I own the Obligation. 
No Man but Brutus durft have fppke fo boldly j 
N<^ Man but Brutus would have fpoke fo kindly, 

Brutus. 
Oh! Cassius, nothing but the tender'ft Fficndfhip, 
And when I thought it for the publick Good, 
J^iould haVc emboldcn'd me to ccnfure you. 

Cas- 
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Cassivs. 
Embrace me clofe, and witncfs how my Heart 
Leaps up traiiiportcd with this fudden Change, 

B R u T u S- 
It was an eager Argument indeed. 
But ends as it fiiould do between fuch Friends, 
Refenting nothing but their Country's Wrongs. 
Mcthinks good Spirits hov'ring all around us. 
Should to the World proclaim our happy Union, 
Now, while our Enemies combine in Mifchief. 
Thus firmly join*d, well firft be Conquerors, 
Then make all Rome contented as ourfelves. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 

C A S S I u s« 
Comcin, LuciLiusj welcome, good Titinius. 
Let us confult of our NccelHties, 
And manttge well this lail important Stake* 

Brutus* 
The State is thus at Rome : My Letter mentions 
Full fifty Senators, with thouiands more. 
Newly profaib*d j and Cicero is one* 

Bb4 Gas- 
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Cassius. 
Cicero onp ! that talking Friend of Cjesak I 
PcTAVius has well paid him for his Pains j 
May ill Mcivcver ufc each other fb. 

Brutus. 
Ph ! gently cenfurc cv'n a Foe when dead. 
See, Cassius, here the Curfe of Ovcr-cautioru 
The wary Walker, who miftrufts too much. 
Treads not fo firm, but faintly, and fo ftumblcs : 
Thus TuLLY fell^ by too much Fear of Falling. 

Cassius. 
But Antony and young Octavius 
Arc marching hither with a mighty Force : 
The ufclcfs Lepidus is left at Rome. 

Brutus. 
The Queftion is, whether we had not beft 
Hafte on, with Anger bent againft our Foes, 
Rather than tamely wait their bold Aflfault. 

Cassius. 
I am for {laying here : my Reafon this ; 
So long a March muft weary out our Strength, 
Which Reft will give us here. Let them come on. 
And, tir'd with Toil, expofc their bending Bodies 

Under 
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Under our lufty Arms, vig'rous^^and frclh : 

Pcfidcs, in this wc take the ftoutcft Part 5 

For rcfolute expecting certain Danger 

Shews the moft fettled Courage; while the Coward 

B.uns often fiercely on to fliun his Fear, 

And fwallow down in hafte the bitter Draught. 

Brutus. 
Some Reafon? have a ftrange fallacious Forces 
Juft as the ple^fjqg Colour? us'd by Artift? 
Delude the very Sight. But, in my Judgment^ 
It tires our Army more to tarry here. 
Opinion is the Soul of ev'ry Action 5 
Keep but that up, that keeps up all the reft : 
And 'tis maintained by Marks of Refolution, 
By rufliing on the Foe, forcing to fight. 
Not lingering here beliind with ilaiiken'd Vigour. 
We muft depend upon our Zeal and Caufe, 
And therefore in hot Blood fhall do it bcft. 
If once we cool, their furer Difciplinc 
Will foon prevail againft our new-rais'd Force. 
The Hearts of all our Soldiers now are fct 
On fierce Encountring, all their Rage inflam'd j 
There's nothing wanting but to draw their Swords, 
And down goes Tyranny, to rife no more. 
Can we fit ftiil, and paufc with fach a Thought? 

So 
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So near a glorious Deed there^s bo Riepoic ; 
Impatience makes unquiet Expectation^ 
And eager Nature can allow no Reft* 

Cassius. 
You fhall prevail 5 we'll let 'em but rcfrefh. 
And then we'll charge the Foe. 

Brutus. 
Let us embrace 5 and, oh! my dearcft Brother, 
This Quarrel fhall but make us better Friends. 



Fourth CHORUS. 
Of Roman Sotdiers^ 

OU R Vows thus chearfuUy we ling. 
While martial Mufick fires our Blood : 
Let all the neighb'ring Echoes ring 

With Clamours for our Country's Good ; 

And for Reward, of the juft Gods we claim 
A Life with Freedom, or a Death with Fame* 



K .« 
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May Rome be freed from War's Alarms, 

And Taxes heavy to bo, borne 5 
May (he beware of foreign Arms, 

And fend them back with noble. Scorn. 
And, for Reward, &c. 

May flic no more confide in Friends, 
Who nothing farther underftood. 

Than only, for their private Ends, 

To wafte her Wealth, and fpiil her Blood, 
And, for Reward, &c. 

Our Senators, 'great Jove, reftrain 
From private Piques, they Prudence call ^ 

From the low Thoughts of little Gain, 
And hazarding the lofing all. 
And, for Reward, &c. 

The ftiining Arms with Hafte prepare. 
Then to the glorious Combat fly 5 

Our Minds unclogg'd with farther Care, 
Eiccpt to overcome or die. 
Reward, &c. 

They 
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They fight^ Opprcflion to increafc ; 
We, for our Liberties and Laws : 
It verc a Sin to doubt Saccef^ 
When Freedom is tlie noble Caufe. 
And^ for Reward, of the juft Gods we claim 
ALifewitliFreedom> or a Death with Famc^ 



ACT 
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ACTV. SCENE L 

The Field of Vhili^pi. 

Brutus, Cassius, Lucilius ^w^Titinius, with 
other Officers^ at the Heita of their Army. 

Enter Varius hajiify^ 

Varius. 

PRopitious Stars favour our Caufe akcadjr. 
Behold ! a hccdlcfs Party of OcxAvius/ 
Haft'ning too faft, is faH'n within our Ambufti 5 
And we may cut them off without Defence. 

C a s s I u s. 
Fall on 'em inftantly. 

Brutus. 
Hold, Cassius, hold. 
And fparc your Fellow-Citizens at Mdrcy. 

Cassius. 
The Death of thefe will make the Day our own. 

B R U T U S; 

Twill rather make the reft more defperatc. 
Confider, Cassius, they are Romans all. 

C AS* 
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C A S S I u s. 
So much the worfc, fighting ag^unft their Coimtiy^ 

Brutus. 
Alas! they do but foUow wicked Le^dery^ 
And arc our Countrymen, with all their Faults } 
Kindred, nay Friends, perhaps, to thee pr me* 

Cassius. 
Thy tender Nature will undo us all. 

Brutus. 
Good Cassius^ let me overrrttle in this, 
And you in all Things eUe fhall goYern me. 
OrdcrourSo^iorsnottokiliaMan. zToLvciLiiH. 
But (eize them gently, as your fuiure Friends* 
Oh ! Cassius, what a Pleafure 'tis to {zvc 
Romans from falling in a fhamcful Caufe ! 

Cassius.^ 
I can no longer contradift my Brutus, 
Your Mercy is fo moving \r yet I ojvn 
This Battle never was approv'd by inc : 
For I would nc cr have ventured at one Blow 
So great a Stake ^s all our Liberties 5 
But rather have prolonged th* important War. 
I ufe to flight Prefagcsj but pf late. 
My Mind, I know not how, foreboding W, 
Spite of my Reafon, fc^ls a drgopwg Sada^fi^ 

^ An4 
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And by its gloomy Light forcfccs Misfbttunt, 

Brutus. 
In fuch a Caufc it were a Fault to fear j 
Elfe, Cassius, J might have fomc Fancies tooi 
For C /fiSAR's Ghoft appeared to tnc iaft Ni^, • 
At all his gaping Wounds breathing Revenge 5 
And when I would have reafon'd with it, vanifli'd* 

Cassius. 
Alas! good Brutus, wliat can be in th«. 
But an EfFed of melancholy Fumes > 
A dark and difmal Pifture lively drawn 
By dreamifig Fancy, tho* we think we wake? 
Our Sedbeiicves no Spirits 5 if there be. 
At Icaft, if they are fuch as Plato fancies, 
Thofe purer Beings, who beheld our Caufe, 
Thofe Demi-g«te will fiure encourage Virtue, 
And give their Fellow-Ciceaojtes iiift Afliflancc;n \ 
Thus, in the Midft of Slaughter we fliall find 
Ten thoufand airy Legions on our Side, 
Sent to our Aid^ as Heay n's Auxiliaries, 

Enter Lucilius, with an Officer of thejethet 

Army. 

Lucilius. 

My Lord, your gen'rous Orders were obey'd. 

And fee the juft Succefs ! This worthy Tribune, 

Won by your Mercy to thofe other Soldiers, 
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Is come to join us with a valiant Band, 

ing they never will be Foes to Brutus. 

Officer. 

Sach Virtue needs no Army to fupport it ; 

It vanquifhes beyond the Bxach of Force, 

And makes our very Minds yield due Submif&on; 

Brutus. 
Submiilion only fliould be paid to Heav'n, 
And I muft bluih to hear it from a Rnnan^ 
We fcarce have in this little Span of Life 
Sufficient Time for Exercife of Virtue i 
We fhould do 111 to lofc the leaft Occafion. 
Let all his Cohort charge with our chief Legion^: 
Such a Defcnion is a timely Service. 

Officer. 
Your Approbation is our higheft Aim : 
And this Day we'll defcrve it* 

Bri^tus. 

Tis not doubted: 
Your Country's Freedom will excite your Valour, 
Let him have Kank among our chief Cominanden, 
\Exit Officer with Varius md TiTorijifc 
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S C E N 1: IL 

Manent CassiOs md BRirtu^. 
Cassius; 

*rhc Fight is well beguii, nloft noble Brutus : 
And may the reft be ftill fo favourable. 
That we may lengthen out out Lives to Age, 
In all the peaceful Joys of Lpveand Friendlhip- 
But, fince the Chance of War is moft uncertain; 
Tis Wifdpm td provide againft the Worft : 
Which is, dur Parting, if we lofe thfc Battle; 
Never to meet again : In fuch a Cafe 
Wh^t is my deareft Friend refolv'd to do ? 

BRUTUSf. 

1 am, alas! fo weary of a World; 

All full of Faults and Follies; I would leave ii i 

But that to me it feems a waint of Spif rC 

To {hrinfc from Life for fear of future 111. 

Tis to diftruft the Juftice of the Gods; 

Or elfe their Pow'r i and is, in my Opinion,; 

Not Courage, buta boldDifguife fo(r Fear. 

With Patience afm'd, HI htzi the Blows of Fortune 

Cassius. 
Then, deareft Brutus, you can ht content 
To wear a Chain; nay; what is yet much \f6tki 
To fee great Rome as much a Slave as yoa? 
Vol. L Cc Brw- 
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Brutus. 
O never, never come that fatal Day ! 
The very Sound offends. . Oh ! you have nam'd 
The only thing, yc Gods! I cannot bear. 
Whcn-e cr ye fend that Summons, 'tis my laft. 
And therefore, left we ne cr fliould meet again> 
Here Ictus take our everlafting Leave. 

Cass I us. 
lor ever, and for ever, farewcl, Brutus ! 
After this famous Day we ihall be Vidors, 
Or elfe beyond the Senfc of being vanquilK'd. 

Brutus. 

ror ever, and for ever, farewcl, Cassius! 
Twill be with Plcafiirc if wc meet hereafter j 
if not, this Parting is our greatcft^Pain. 

[ Exeunt federally. 

^ SCENE III. 

j'ftf} as CassiIjs is going off, enter Tit inius haftilj, 
and flops him. 

TiTINIUS. 

The Army of Marc Antony appears, 
xcatlcfs^ and forward to attempt your C;amp, 
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Cassius. 

Sure, 'tis impoffiblc : Tho' brave to Rafhncfs, 

He is a Soldier of too great Experience j 

I cannot hope for fuch a Fault in him* 

^Tisfafer to beftridethe atigry Oceatt, 

Than offer to affault a Roman Camp:^ 

Well foon eorrcftthiis infolent Antonii/s, 

And crulh the bold Attempt. lExit Cassius. 

A Charge iijbunded. 

Re-enterC Assivs^ witkT IT 11^ ivs,Vit^DAKUS 
and other Officer s^ 

Cassius* 
iTheirprofp'rbus Rallinefs terrifies our Men, 
Who never fear'd before : I doubt all's loft j 
The Liberty oiRome is gone for eVer. 
I'll perifti with it, or Redeem the Day* 
TitiNius, oh ! make hafte, fly tcJw'rd thoic Troops j 
Difcover quickly if they ate oiir Ftiends. 

lExit TiTiNius. 
Go, PiNDARUS, get on the rifing Ground, 
(My Sight, thou know'ft, is fhort) and take a View 
Quitp roitnd the Field. 

J^iNDARi^s^^^^ up the Hilly then calls to CassIus^ 

PiNDARUS. 
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Cassius. 
Whit ttdwJ 

PlNDARUS. 

TiTiNiusis fciz'd on by the Foe. 

Cassius. 
Oh, he is taken^ and they fliout for Joy. 

iCASsivsgees aljh to virw) 
Come down, come down i 
Oh, I have liv'd to fee my beft Friend loft! 
And by my own Procurement! P l Kb ar us^ 
I took thee Prisoner once, and (par'd thy Life 5 
All the Return I ask, isy now take mine. 

[P I ND ARUs turns away weeping. 
1 am thy General, and Matter too j 
Yet I have us'd thee as becomes a Friend : 
A Friend will not deny my laft Rcqueft. 
Kill me with this; with this I flew the Tyrant. 

[C Assi usprefents him his "Dagger. 

PiNDARUS. 

Is there Necefllty ? 

Cassius. 
Thou fce'ft there is, 
Di/patch it quickly, while I turn my Face. 

PiNDARUS. 

Then farewel, worthy C a ss i u s. 

tPiNDARUS hills hin^^. 
Cas- 
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Cassius. 
What, gwc before me \ Did I need Example? 
For Shame now Cassius, do thy own laft Work j 
PiNDARUs leads the honourable Way. 

iFalls an his Sword. 



SCENE IV^ 

£nterTirmivSy meeting one of Cas^iv^*s Officers 
ju(i entering at the other T>oor. 

TiTINlUS. 

Brutus with chcarful News greets C aius Cassius 5 
And, haying broke the Forces of Octavius, 
Is hafting hither to relieve liis Friend. 

Office: R. 

Ala$ ! he comes too late, fee there lies Cassius ! 

Bnttr Brutus with Officers. 
Brutus. 

k Cassius on the Ground \ O my dear Friend ! 

iRnns to Cassius. 
I came to fill thy Ears with pleafing Newsi 
But fuch ^ Sight hastum'd my Joy to Grief. 

Cassius. 
Wt^at ! has my feeble Hand made me betaken? 

Cc 3 Is 
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Is Cassius to become the Scorn of Antont ? 

iRiJing a little^ believing itulf^ AntOot; 

Prutus. 

Kathcc the Grief of ev'ry worthy Roman. 
What cur fed Hand has flain my deareft Friend? 

Cassivs. 

What do I hear, and fee i Is Brutus there ? 
A Prisoner too ? 

Brutus. 
The Gods fqrbid that, CassIvsI 
Look up and fe? thy mournful Friend viaorious. 

Cassius. 
Have you then fav'd the Liberty of Rome ? 
I ask no more, and die with full Content. 
But yet I leave my Junia behind : 
Oh, ftill be tender of that bcft of Women ! 
}n being kind to her, remember me, 

{fDies in his Arms. 

BiiiyTuS. 

Renjcmber thee ! Who can forget thy Worth? 
With a dead Friend, Difputes are all forgot. 
And what is tender takes up all the Mindj 
Grief only thinks on that which moft promotes it : 

iTurns to his Officers. 
j(ind oh ! I long to give my Sorrow vent 5 

But 
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But our dear Country now claims all my Care. 
Summon our Soldiers, that I may with Praife 
Keep up that Spirit which has fir d their Souls. 

lEnter a confufed Multitude of Soldiers. 

Hail, Fellow-Soldiers, worthy of that Caufc 

For which you fight fo well. Your Aftions paft 

Urge you to more : Be your own great Example. 

On far unequal Terms thefe Armies meet 5 

They fight to make Ambition Tyranny, 

And themfelves Slaves j their Vid ry is their Ruin. 

But if for this one Day you can fubmit 

To one who but commands you for your Sakes; 

(Now proud to lead, while you are pleas'd to follow) 

You ev'ry one ihall be a Conqueror, 

And equal to your General, who fecks 

No other Triumph but his Country's Freedom. 

End but that Work, and then to foreign Wars. 

There's no Man here, but may by Merit hope 

To lead an Army, and have me his Soldier. 

Acclamations ofApplaufe, 

Let prodigal Antoni us promife Treafurcs, 
Wrenched from hard Hands of wretched lab'ring^ 

Swains, 
Who lift them up to Hcav'n to call down Vengeance. 
I can out-bid him, fpitc of all his Riches : 

C c 4 Hark 
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Hark to the plea&ig Sound 1 'tjs Libcc^y ^ 
!!rhat only nanVd, } need to fay no nio]:e. 

LExeimt SeUiers fiimting, 

S C E N E V. ' 
A Trumpet founds mournfulfy. 
Brutus. 
Sjlencc thofe ^i(md\ Notes for Cassius' Dcat;h } 
There is no need of Sounds to raife true Sorrow ; 
And it will chcar the Foe to hear usmourn. 
Oh Cassius! what a Lofs art thou to Rome ! 

{.Stooping down to the dead Bodj^ 
Trumpet founds again mournful. Enter Varius. 
Varius. 

Tis with a trembling Hand I fhew thefe Letters; 
Your Grief for Cassius, will, alas! be loft: 
|.ike Rivers in the Ocean, 1 wallow'd up 
In fadder News. 

Brutus. 

Speak, is my Portia well ? 
W^iat! make no Anfwer? then 'tis fo indeed. 
In faying nothing, thou haft told me all. 

^ Varius. 
Here is the fad Account. 

iHoUs (i/e Letter to 'Rrutus. 

Brutus. 
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Brutus. 
Oh^rcadit>readit. 

Varius. 

f? V^Rius, I muft unwillingly inform you,' ^ 

iRendhig, 
?' ThatPoRTiA, grieving fi>r1acr Husband's Abfcncc, 
f* Had mourn'd herfelf into a raging Fever; 
5' In which, becaufe Ihe fancy'd he was dead, 
f* She (none fufpeding) fwallow'd burning Coals,^ 
f ' So dy 'd with mournful Clamours for her Brutus.** 

iltUTUS. 

^nough, enough. O ye imn^ortal Gods ! 

ril not complain of you, but of myfelf; 

For, fure I am the very worft of Men, 

Since you think fit to make me tlie moft wretched. 

How all my Tears are on a fudden ftopt ! 

Something I feel within, that weighs me down; 

And I muft fink. 

Varius. 

Good Sir, be comforted. 

Brutus. 
ph never, never. 

Had'ft thou beheld her with my weeping Eyes, 
When tenderly we tocik our lateft leave 5 
How herXovcpleaded, and hcrBeatttymoV'di 
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When, all diflblv'd in Grief, her mournfiil Looks 
Shcfix'donminc! Oh never talk of Comfort. 
Comfort! dear Portia, ifleverfcekit. 
May then ——alas ! I cannot curfe my felf^ 
Heaven knows, I am already fo unhappy. 

Enter Lucilius haftily. 

LUClIrlUS. 

The Enemy once more is f oming on ; 
Anto*iy leads them out of Cassius' Camp^ 
And gathers, ashegoes^ the large Remains 
Of the new-routed Army of Octavius. 
Ill do my bcft to ftop them in their March* 

Brutus. 

Antonius, and his Army! Alas! Varius; 
What*sthat, or Viftory itfclf, to me? 

Varius. 
But yet our Country fhould not be forgotten, 

Brutus. 
Oh! no: Til bear about this heavy Heart : 
Yet, when I ftruggle moft, it weighs me down, 

Varius. 

But where is, Sir, your wonted Rcfolution ? 

Brutus. 
Gone, Varius, gone for evet with my Portia. 

Varius. 
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Varius. 
TThcn, farewcl all the Liberty oi Rome ! 

Brutus. 

The Liberty of Rome! The Thought of that 
Hasrous'dmeup -Yet one Sigh more for Portia— 
Rome yet fhall have my Cares : But Oh! my Friend, 
May this be the laft Battle among Romans! 
It grieves my Soul to fee this CivU Slaughter, 
Fain I would live to leave my Country free. 
And with my dying Eyes behold her profpen 
Elfe I have done too much 5 and Cmsar's Death 
Too (harp a Mcd'cine, if it does not cure. 
*Twas cutting off a Limb ev'n from myfelf. 
And, oh ! I now begin to feel the Maim. 
But 'tis too late, and we muft now look forwards- 
Command our Men to ipread on both the Wing^ 
Left they encompafs lis with greater Numbers: 
The Troops we routed of Octavius 
Will hardly have the Heart to rally more. nExeunf. 

After they have founded a Battle for fome time, 
enter Lucilius and another Officer. 

LUCILIUS. 

All's loft! Ambition triumphs over Virtue. 

Officer. 
Tis not our Fault, but Fate's : Did wc not charge 
With Ficrccncfs fit to fight for all the World? 



^$ THfi PSATH OF 

Firfty all our Dans we flung away de^is'd. 
Uncertain Weapons of remoter War^ 
And rufti'd on nearer with the furer Sword s 
As if each common Soldier were a Brutus^ 
fiamc at their Hearts, and Glory in their MIndSi 

LvciLivi. 

But what is Valour, when fo overmarch^d 
By elder Troops, and much fupertor Numbers } 
Yet no one yielded, while ten thouiaqd dy'd $ 
Each caird for Death as faft a» e'er he fell^ 
AndmU by iU-tim'd Pity was refiis'4. 
We only fought to die, and they to (ave us: 
Which Brutus then perceiving, left t^e Field, 
And fled not from their Fury, but their Mercy, 

Enter Yentidius with a Comjumy of Soldiers^ 

Ventidius. 

Purfuc them clofc, and on your Lives fpare Brutus. 

LUCILIUS. 

Stop then your Chacc,and lead me to Ant<wius. 
I might have Tcap'd> but Brutus fcprns to fly. 

Soldier. 

Ik's taken, he is taken. 
iThey give a great Sh&ut, and carry &Ht Lucilius, 
"jijhom they faff off to be BRUtus. 

lExeimt Omnes. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

BntetTiKUTiis, and Tni^ius, with fome Officers ^ 

Brutus. 
Yc wofthy few, who withiaiufual Faith 
<^t not a Friend whom Fortune has fdrfakcn$ 
Reft yourtir'd Bodies on this Bank a while : 
Where like a fhipwreck'd Merchant I appear. 
Gathering the dear Remains of my loft Fortunes; 

Officer. 
Oh, who can judge the Councils of the Gods? 

[They all fit dawn. 
Behold^ the beft of Men is made a Prey » 

To boundlefe Wildnefs, and unjuft Ambition. 

Brutus. 

That wild Ambition but too often prolpcrs : 
Yet fure the Gods know better far than we. 
How todifpofe the Boiling of Mankind. 
If they will have (which yet feems wondrous ftrangt) 
Injuftice to fucceed, and Virtue fuffcr 5 
Our Part is only to fubmit with Rev'rcnce. 
^Tis time, 'tis time that Rome fhould be at Reft. 

First Officer. - / 

OJe whifpers each oftheM. 
Kot fi» the World. 

Se- 
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Second Officer. 

The mighty Gods forbid! 

Third Officer. 
May my Hand wither firft • 

FiRst Officer. 

What did he whifper ? 

Third Officer. 
He carncftly intrcatcd mc to kill him. 

First Officer. 
He mov'd the fame to me, 

TiTINIUS. 

How is that noble Soul o crwhelm'd with Anguifh, 
Not for his own, but for his Country's Ruin ! 

Brutus. 
Romans^ for Shame fhcw not fuch childifh Pity. 
Think you I am fo fond of painful Life, 

iHe rifes haJHly. 
That my faint Hand (hould tremble at my Cure ? 
Why then rcfufc to do this laft good Office, 
Which I, for Want of Friends, muft do myfelf ? 
Nay, if my Life could yet but ferve my Country, 
Tho* rack'd with Griefs, the very Hopes of that 
Wouldt likeftrong Cordials, force me to endulc h. 
Bat lawlcfs Empire rules ! what then remams 
Bat Death, or, worfc than Death, ignoble Bondage \ 

Whicli 



MAkCUS BRUTUS. S99 

Which if my Soul can ne'er fubmit ro bear. 
Pardon, good HeaVn, my not enduring Life 

On fuch a hard Condition ! Sacred Virtue I 

Thou Deity that all the Good adore ! 
Why haft thou caft me off, and giv'n Succeis 
To thy own Foes, and mine i I followed thee 
Ev'n thro' the Blood of CifiSAR, whom I lov'd. 
And who lov'd me. Ye Pow'rs immortal ! know 
With what a heavy Heart, and troubled Mind, 
I help'd my Country by fo harfli a Means : 
But I moft gladly make thee this Amends-—— 

CCifiSAR's Gkqfi appears and vanijhes. 
OhCifiSAR, CifiSAR! Therefore reft appeas'd 5 
I did not kill thee half fo willingly. \Kills himfelf. 

Enter Auroi^Yy Dolabella, Ventidius, &c. 

Antony. 
The Blow is giv n, and we are come too late. 

SiA great Shout of Soldiers bringing in Lucilius. 

Soldier. 
Rewards, and Triumph! we have brought you 
Brutus. 

lucilius. 
No, Antony: the Gods forbid that Brutus 
Should ever be a Prisoner! byafluming 
fiis Name, I here have ftopp'd their hot Purfuit. 

An- 



